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PREFACE 
But None Do There Embrace is a novel 1,•rhich tries 
to deal with what I consider to be a basic problem in human 
existence: the breakdown of communication between individu-
als. There are many vrays for communication to become incom-
plete, but one of the most devious is the mistake we make 
when we say to ourselves, "I completely understand this per-
son." Today particularly, in an age whose confidence in its 
own comprehension of humans is so great that it may indulge 
itself in studies like motivational research, environmental 
planning, human engineering, in an age which claims to un-
derstand man so completely that it can put him on a piece 
of plastic tape to be stored away for further use, we fall 
into this pit of self deception. Because man is so complex, 
so variable, so irrational, we can never come to the point 
of accurately placing him on tape, and when we live as if 
it were possible to take the measure of a man, we live a 
life filled with incomplete relationships. 
My pivotal character Barney, who dies in the 
first chapter, is such an individual. He is a man who has 
completely deceived himself. By being sure of people, by 
be l ieving he understood, by desperately clinging to a be-
lief in simplicity, he cut himself off from the world. 
And when he died he had his first moment of doubt. 
In its -vray, the remainder of the novel attempts 
i 
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to show the reasons why Barney's failure was inevitable. 
Each character has a chapter in which, from the character's 
point of view, certain incidents are seen. It is how these 
incidents are viewed which gives the clue to Barney's fail -
ure. Since each of the characters has his own reference 
frame, the truth of any set of ci rcumstances will appear in 
his own light. This light will vary as much as the charac-
ters vary from one another, and when they are called upon to 
act together, to concert their efforts, their truths, the y 
cannot all pull in the same direction. Barney's failure was 
an inability to recognize the different directions in i'lhich 
the people who surrounded him had to pull. 
The novel also tries to reach some sort of solu-
tion. The son, Bernie, is aware of his dead father's de -
ficiencies and recognizes the complexity which defeated 
Barney. But he is overwhelmed and as unprepared to act as 
is his half-demented mother. The answer is to be found in 
vrha t I intend to be a very minor s ection of the book, yet 
the novel's single positive sta tement. Jacob, Barney's 
brother-in-law, has managed to attain an understanding of 
t he complexity of relationships and for a time he has been 
overwhelmed as was Bernie. But he must make a choice, 
whether or not to go to the funeral of a man who, in all 
probability, died hating him, and who had once tried to 
destroy him. Rationally he realizes that it is foolish for 
him to go and risk being humiliated by Bi, Barney 's brother. 
iii 
If he did go, it would be for his sister, Barney's widow, 
but she hasn't needed him for some time. He does go to the 
funeral and he reaches his decision in one of the positive 
ways, by which I feel human relationships can be attained, 
through an intuitive, semi-mystical, love process to which he 
simply gives himself up. The point which I try to make here, 
is that the rational view of the complexities is necessary, 
but as in .the case of Bernie, it is not enough. There is 
still the other aspect of love, of the intuitive opening up 
of one's self to the individuals around you, which is neces-
sary to complete a relationship. 
Technically, the novel is divided so that, with 
the exception of the first section of the first chapter and 
the final chapter, each character has his own chapter in which 
his point of view is made known. Flashbacks are used to view 
specific incidents which are common to more than one charac-
ter and the variations in the way these incidents are seen 
and in which part of each incident is given emphasis by the 
character, is central to the novel's purpose. The firing of 
Jacob is an example, and the way in which each character 
thinks of the funeral is another. As 1·rell as theme, I intend 
to develop character through this method. Dramatic tension 
should be obtained by the interaction of different points 
of view and a growing question as to '\vhat \'Till the son do, 
hovr .,,rill he act. Because much of each chapter is internal 
monologue, I intend to reproduce the thinking of each charac-
iv 
teras accurately as possible. Barney , for example, is banal 
and thi~~s in cliches. His first thought during the stroke 
is that the cliches are vrrong. ttYour whole life doesn't 
flash in front of you ," he thinks. The son, Bernie , is 
cluttered with thought concerning colors and he views his 
father's deficiencies, quite accurately, as a problem in 
tones. The point being that he is merely a receptor, be it 
of color, of emotion, of thought he is unable to transmit. 
His mother has somehow been beaten into an almost mindless 
animal existence , and her poor head is a net in vrh ich every-
thing has been drawn too tightly together and in whi ch her 
dead pet bird, which she herself killed, is frighteningly 
prominent . 
In summary, the novel is as much of an attempt to 
state a problem as an effort to reach a solution. I feel 
that this is in harmony with the theme of the novel itself 
since in the final analysis, each individual must make his 
own choice. Jacob's solution is love and he arrives at the 
ansv,rer himself. Bernie has yet to find a solution and per-
haps he never will. 
Chapter I 
From the Boston Eagle : 
"Barney Shekmar, shoe manufacturer and philanthro-
pist, suffered a severe coronary attack early this morning in 
his Nei'lton home. Attending physician, Dr. A. Gast, a v.rell-
known heart specialist, said that Mr. Shekmar's condition was 
critical. Shekmar, known as the Shoe King of the East has 
been an active subscriber to several major charities, includ-
ing the City Hospital. He turned a small shoe store in 
Chelsea into a multi-million dollar production and retailing 
business over the past twenty years. Shekmar was the first 
to utilize the factory-to-you selling concept. He was also 
the first to prove its success." 
1. 
One of Barney' s employees read the paper and sadly 
let it drop to the table. "Poor Mr. Shekmar. 11 he thought. 
Before going to 1wrk he would have to go to church to light a 
candle for him. He had worked for Barney for twenty years as 
a leather cutter and once, when he had been careless and had 
sliced the tip of his finger off in the automatic shears, be 
had almost been fired. Instead, Barney had asked how his hand 
was feeling and warned him that in the future he had better be 
more careful. No, it wasn't right for a man who had been able 
to build such a big business to die so young. If you weren't 
around to enjoy what you had done, there vrasn' t much use in 
doing it. He would have to tell this to the Virgin Mary; 
perhaps she .would help. 
Barney's wife, Silvia, had found him lying in a 
pool of his own blood. At first, while still stunned by the 
fact and the blood, she hadn't known exactly what to do and 
she had simply sat by the barely breathing body until the 
fog which covered her mind had drifted avray. Finally she 
managed to call her son and the doctor, but carefully avoid-
ed telephoning her husband's brother Si. She wept as she 
waited for the doctor to arrive and felt that someone, she 
wasn't sure who, had cheated her. 
2. 
Barney's brother Si thought, · if Barney dies, 1trhat 
v-rill happen to the voting stock which had come back into 
Barney's possession when he fired Steve Relnick and his 
wife's brother, Jacob? Things had gone slightly awry. Too 
bad, because it had been a delicate matter and everything had 
been running smoothly. In two months, at the most, he would 
have had the extra stock and now, if Barney died, who knows? 
He hoped Barney would recover. 
Jacob Gordon, Barney's brother-inlaw, wondered 
1-rhat Barney had been doing to get the attack. Nervously 
fingering his own recently mended heart, he thought he could 
detect a slightly leaky sound. Just a fool, Barney was just 
a fool. If he dies, he'll have killed himself. But at 
least, if he dies, he'll have provided for Silvia and my god-
son, his real son, Bernie. God help the boy if he has to run 
the business. 
Barney's one time friend, Steve Relnick didn't 
think anything. He didn't subscribe to the Eagle, and be -
sides, he preferred the sports page of the afternoon 
edition. Since Barney had fired him, he had been out on his 
own and was prospering. 
Barney's son Bernie found it difficult to think 
at all. He did remember that his father had once shown him 
a key to his priva te cabinet which Bernie was to open when 
Barney die~ . Where his father had left the key, he couldn't 
remember and he hoped he would not have to. But he knew 
that the doctor didn't give his father much of a chance. 
Ever since he had been a child, Bernie had disliked doctors. 
Where he expected them to be gentle and soft, they were 
calloused; where they should have been subtle, they were 
obvious. There was something wrong with the whole scheme of 
things, he thought, it never turned out the way one expected 
it to . His father was dying too soon. 
After the rabbi of Barney's temple had read the 
article he was perturbed. What was journalism coming to 
these days, he asked himself, when it couldn't even do a 
proper job of reporting on something as simple as this? It 
was, after all, a matter of listing facts about the stricken 
man. There was absolutely no reason for the reporter to 
have omitted that Barney was a Jew and was a member of the 
congregation. A little newspaper space doesn't harm anybody 
these days, he thought. Sitting at his desk, he began to 
compose the eulogy. 
3. 
4. 
Chapter II 
Barney didn't want to die. But, from the pain in 
his chest which washed over him like great ocean waves, start-
ing at his stomach and moving to choke him with a white fury, 
he knew that something was going to break. Cheated. He was 
too young; now a man was supposed to live for more than fifty 
years. Worst of all was the paralysis which had frozen him 
into inaction. He could still move part of his left side, 
but his right was already dead, immobile and senseless. 
Since the first stroke, which had hit at two in the morning 
and left him bleeding from the mouth, he had known it was the 
end. What time was it norr? 
The doctor came and had given him some shots but 
Barney knew it wasn't any use. It was as though he i<Tas a 
huge storage battery; each further shock draining away more 
of his strength and now, a billion hours after the first 
belt and three others, all he had left to fight the pain 
with was the pain itself. · 
It wasn't true that your whole life flashes in 
front of you; it wasn't true at all. He wanted to tell 
Silvia that it wasn't true. She was sitting beside his bed 
just watching him and he tried to speak to her to tell her 
that it rrasn't true. But he couldn't talk. He blinked his 
left eye in a frantic attempt to get her attention. It was 
no use; she was dozing with her head cradled in her palms. 
She always slept. Instead of seeing your whole life you just 
see pe ople. And it doesn't flash by the way they said it 
does. It goes slowly; takes an entire life-time. 
5. 
What would happen to the business? 1tlould it all 
go? His son Bernie, could he handle it? No, never. But may-
be, he was his son. That counted for something. It had to 
count. They had built a soap box derby racer together. The 
rules had been that only the boy was allowed to work on it. 
He remembered the heavy oak axles that they had shaped with a 
spoke shave. Bernie had done all that. It had been hard 
work. Besides he had only done a little of the work after 
the boy had gone to bed. Although Bernie had never asked him 
for the help, he had known he wanted it. It had been a good 
car--like greased lightning. They hadn't won though. The 
car that had won had been a beautiful job. Nicer than 
Bernie's. Those people had really broken the rules. The 
car had obviously been turned on a giant machine lathe. 
Stupid judges hadn't even noticed the difference. Like all 
judges. 
From his stomach he thought he could feel the 
gathering of another stroke and he set himself to withstand 
the pain. Like a woman in labor. It didn't come though and 
his body slumped limp onto the sheets. Left foot itching, 
want to scratch it but can't bend down to it. Soon the con-
stant pain which rested on his heart like a weight pushed 
the itching away. Had they called his brother Si yet? He 
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needed Si and they hadn't called him. If they had called him, 
he would have come right away. Silvia never did like Si. She 
thought that he had something to do with my firing her brother. 
Always took Jacob's side. As if I hadn't given .him every 
chance. And Si, she thought that he was at fault. That had 
been the trouble all along with her. Never could look at 
things in clear light. Not me. If it hadn't been for Si get-
ting all the facts about Jacob he might still be bleeding me. 
He and that bastard Relnick. Two of them were tighter than 
mating dogs. Mating and Silvia. I wonder if she still thinks 
of it. She liked it at first. Lost interest after a while. 
That damn bird of hers. She's not right. Once we tried to 
get it back; we went on a grand vacation to the islands and 
made love on the sand. I got a sand rash. That was a good 
week; but it had been better before. Both of us were too 
tired. Besides, I don't think she ever really liked it. 
Just did it for me. Something got lost some place along the 
line. She never really knew me. I wonder what happened to 
the bird. 
He looked at his wife as she slept and he wanted 
to talk to her. For all these years she hadn't understood 
him and now he wanted to tell her. She's got to know, be-
cause if she didn't know about him, who would? The whole 
world. Maybe Bernie, Si probably, but she had to know. 
Panic settled upon him and he grunted in an effort to wake 
her. Stirring slightly at the noise he made, she opened her 
7. 
eyes and looked at him. She smiled weakly and passed her hand 
over his brow whispering something which he couldn't under-
stand. He tried to tell her that he couldn't hear her, to 
speak more loudly, but he was unable. He had to tell, he had 
to let her know what he v1as like, who he vias. It was useless, 
he could only grunt. But, maybe it wasn't so bad as all that. 
They had gotten along better after he had told her 
where he stood. That had been five years ago, after he had 
fired her brother. Feeling like his own man was important to 
him now as he lay dying on the bed with his wife again dozing 
lightly beside him. Above all a man had to be responsible to 
himself and because he was responsible he couldn't allow him-
self to make mistakes. Maybe, thought Barney, maybe I've 
made some mistakes, but I've always corrected them and they've 
worked out all right in the end. 
If there is one single thing about others which I 
can't tolerate, it is the making of mistakes. All through my 
I've given more than one chance, but not too much more. 
There isin't enough time for a man to make many mistakes, he 
thought, and was glad in the knowledge that he hadn't left 
anything uncorrected. As he lay on the bed continually 
fighting the building pressure in the lower part of his chest, 
Barney thought of the past and the decisions he had made. 
It was difficult and he was only able to remember a few 
things. Taking his brother Si back into the firm after the 
blow-out they had; that had been a fine move. Si has been 
8 . 
worth his weight in gold, no doubt about that. If it hadn't 
been for his brother, they would have stolen .him blind. His 
own best fri end, Steve Relnick, stealing from him. That had 
been hard to take. Well no one could say that he had been 
unjust about that. He tried to remember the circumstances 
which had preceded the incident with Steve. Vaguely, like a 
cloud wisp which is so thin that only a breath of it is hint -
ed by a shadow winking across the ground, a thread of memory 
played in his mind. It had something to do with Jacob, yes 
J acob had been in the office the day of the interview be-
tween Hagar, the vice - president of the company which had 
been giving Relnick the kickback, and himself. Barney felt 
himself go light with pride. He had handled that one as well 
as it could have been handled. Old bulldog Shekmar, that's 
what I was like that day, a bulldog. That's the way you've 
got to be in business. Hagar never knew what hit him. Felt 
sorry for him. Was a nice honest guy, a Mason too. Well, he 
had been led into it by Steve. He always could talk anybody 
into anything. Idiot is ruining his son. But, at least he's 
doing well now. Now he knows what it's like to have your own 
business. He always used to think I was a fool to carry so 
much of the load myself, but it has paid off; besides if you 
don't do it yourself, how can you expect any of the others 
who are working for you to put out. Not that it would matter 
to someone like Si, no sir, he always put more than his share 
of the shoulder to the wheel. Might have taken him a while 
but he really came through in style. Not like Jacob. 
Couldn't stand Jacob's belligerent attitude toward the end. 
His not saying hello and then mentioning it to Silvia, say-
ing that I hadn't wished him a Happy Ne"r Year. I gave him 
too many chances. Si knew. He had him pegged from the be-
ginning. Just goes to show you that you can't trust senti-
mental impressions; its a jungle and you've got to cut away 
the undergrowth in order to see the clearing. You would 
have thought that I hadn't even given Jacob anything with 
that bit he pulled at the meeting. Ask him to raise a 
little money and he says no. Not one of them except Si 
came up with any money after I had given them everything. 
Told them all what I thought of them; all they had to do 
was to get short term loans on their holdings; not one of 
them would lift a finger to help. Ungrateful bastards all 
of them, except my brother. Well, .I told them a thing or 
two, including that they were each getting more than they 
vrere worth and that from now on the gravy train vlOuld stop 
running. Then he did it. He really did· it. With all of 
them listening, he had to open up his big mouth and say, 
"I, for one, feel as though I've earned every cent I've 
received." That had been it, ten or fifteen words and he 
had thrown it all away. The fool. If he hadn't been 
Silvia's brother I would have thrown him out on his ear. 
After I got rid of Relnick for the kickback business vd th 
Hagar, Jacob had the nerve to stay friendly with him. No 
9. 
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idea of loyalty, ungrateful bastard. Well, he had cooked 
his own goose, just like Si had said he would. Stopped talk-
ing to me; and then the business about parking his car in the 
workmen's area. That was a killer. He must have thought he 
~1as getting away with something, not parking with the res t of 
us, as though he were saying, "Look at me, look at me. I'm 
independ-ent." Trying to make a fool out of me in front of 
the whole plant. Well he cooked his own sauce and he fried 
in it. Si told me he would, and he did. Give somebody like 
Jacob an inch and he·• 11 take a mile. 
Well , I've got some friends. And the men, they 
like me. Relatives and friends, when asked about old 
Barney , bless the day on which I w·as born. I knov-r who they 
were , these loyalists. Not able to do enough for them. Got 
to keep paying. That's all. Earlier, before the business 
v-ri th Cosmo Box and the kickback, he had been this way i-Ti th 
both Steve and Jacob, but once he felt that Steve had de-
fected from the ranks of the loyal, he had a bandoned him as 
though he had the plague. And soon afterward, a matter of a 
year, his attitude toward Jacob had undergone a similar 
change. Actually he was confused as well as angry and hurt. 
He couldn't understand how defection occurs; he couldn't 
allow for weakness in others, he wouldn't tolerate rweakness. 
After both Jacob and -Steve v1ere gone, he had 
thought about other men and why they did certain things. 
They all, he had reflected, ruined themselves. Steve had 
11. 
spoiled it by being too hungry; Jacob through pride. All men 
were like these two, he had thought, all men. 
thing was not to allow yourself to spoil it. 
The important 
All one had to 
do, he had reasoned, was to keep a close objective picture of 
oneself. Keep it right out there in front of you. Through 
constant introspection and standing back to take stock of 
things, you couldn't go wrong; and, if you did, ivell there 
was always time for correction. Silvia had realized this. 
That evening when he had come home and told her all about 
Jacob and that it was about time she stood up for him and 
not her brother, she had seen that she had been wrong. In-
stead of making a lot of trouble, she had simply corrected a 
mistake. It wasn't ever too late. You could always apolo-
gize and set it right again. It took a big man to admit a 
mistake, to say that he was wrong, that's what his father 
had told him when he \"las a child. \vell he had carried it a 
step further. It took a still bigger man to say that he was 
wrong and then do something about it. Even he had to fix 
things. Once, after he had come home from a business trip 
and had found the house. empty , he had become furious that 
Silvia wasn't at home. True he hadn't called her to tell 
her he was flying in that evening but, ,just the same, she 
could have called the office to ask if he had phoned in to 
say when he would arrive. He had hurried home for her. As 
he waited for her to come home, he had pro't-Tled around the 
house, growing more and more hurt and angry with every 
12. 
moment. He had imagined all sorts of th+ngs, including the 
possibility that she was either dead or out with ~nother man. 
When she finally arrived, at eleven- thirty, he was seething . 
"Where the hell have you been?" he roared, evading her em-
brace. 
She had begun to grow angry, but then had caught 
herself quickly and-replied that she had been visiting with 
her girlfriend playing cards. Since he hadn't bothered to 
call her, she had assumed he would be out of town for at least 
another night. 
At this he had lost his temper completely, "You 
didn't even phone the plant to find out if I v1as coming in. 
~vhile I break my back trying to earn a living and get home on 
time, you play cards and don't even care enough about me to 
call the plant." He stormed out of the room, his face dark-
ened as if a mass of hurricane clouds had broken across it. 
They hadn't spoken to each other for five days. That had 
been torture for him. If there was anything that he couldn't 
take it was the unbearably polite way with which Silvia re-
fused to have anything vrhatsoever to do with him. Conversa-
tion was only as much as was needed to eat and accommodate 
the ordinary business of living. During the first few days 
he had thought that she would relent and give in; besides, 
he was still angry with her. But she had remained so cool 
about the whole thing and so deadly polite, that he had be-
gun to suffer. By the third day he felt as though he were 
13. 
living in some sub-zero land. Not that they ever said much 
anyway, they had never been ones for talking, but the chill 
in the house had reached his marrow and he moped restlessly 
around the living room on the third evening trying to find a 
comfortable chair. He wasn't angry anymore and he didn't see 
why it was continuing. He had forgiven her and that's all 
there was to it. From the living room, he could hear the 
click-click of her knitting needles as they banged relent-
lessly against each other. Every evening she knitted and he 
usually would go into the den, lie on the couch, and doze 
off to the rhythm of the needles. Since they had fought, he 
had found that instead of lulling him to sleep, the needles' 
clicking kept him awake. Where it had once seemed warm and 
feminine, it now was harshly mechanical. At the end of the 
fourth day, after supper, he had thought he might speak to 
her, but he had to attend a brotherhood meeting at the temple. 
He was on the nominating co~mittee and he had to make sure 
that he didn't get nominated for anything. During the past 
several years, the temple brotherhood had been trying to re-
cruit him for an elected post but, by being on the nominating 
committee, he had managed to avoid any office. Too much 
bother, he had always said. Ask me for money, some of my 
time, and I'll give it. Better that you elect someone who 
really deserves it, someone who wants it. 
Whe n he got home that night, after the mee ting, 
Silvia had already gone to bed and he decided that he would 
14. 
talk to her the next evening. Besides, he had thought, he 
didn't quite know what to say to her. After all, he wasn't 
wrong. She should have called the office and found out when 
he was coming in, if she had really cared. Still, he had de-
cided he had been harsh on her. Silvia was always a little 
sensitive. And although he didn't quite lvha t he "t'fas apolo-
gizing for, he decided that he would tell her he 1vas sorry 
about that night. During the next day he went to see 
Samuel rJfiller, a jeweler with 1tThom he vras friends, and asked 
him what he had in stock. Miller , pear shaped and awkward, 
looking as though he might tip over if he brushed against 
Barney's large, squarish body, pulled at a too long lower lip 
and murmured that he didn't know what he had. 
"Come in back and look for yourself," he had said 
and led Barney into the rear of the store. Although they 
were friends, Barney didn't like visiting Sam; he talked too 
much. As they walked into the back room, watch parts kept 
skidding from under their feet and banging into the dusty 
corners. Cartons and clocks, bracelets and trays, tarnished 
black from neglect were jumbled and scattered around the 
room. The rubble made him feel uncomfortable. Samuel 1tras 
already talking, in his usual rambling way, mumbling about 
this and that, and Barney ha rdly listened. Suddenly he 
spied an opal pendant glovring from the piles of jewels which 
covered a table in the corner of the room, and without look-
ing further, Barney went over to get it. The silver link 
................... --------------------------~--
chain was entangled with the electric cord of a sailor ' s 
clock, the kind with a ship's wheel for a design , and 
Barney's fingers fumbled as he tried to release the chain 
from the cord. He finally got that part done and found 
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that still more of the chain was wrapped on the clock's 
spokes. By now, the tangled _ chain had become a challenge 
and when Samuel offered his assistance, Barney hadn't even 
answered him. After a struggle the chain fell free and they 
went into the outer office . 
"Who's it for, Barney? Silvia? " asked Samuel. 
"Well now, who in God's name should it be for?" 
He was angry at Samuel, but he tried to control it and said, 
usamuel, you've got to clean up this place .. It's a pig sty!" 
"Barney, do I tell you how to run your business?" 
The pear shaped man pulled at his lo\-rer lip and his eye 
twinkled a little. 
''Well, I just don't see how you keep from losing 
things. I sure as hell wouldn't give you anything of mine to 
fix. I'd be afraid you' d l ose it." He supposed that he 
should stop; it really wasn't his business. Just the same 
though, there wasn't any reason on earth why a man had to be 
such a slob. It didn't make sense t o him. Samuel couldn't 
possibly enjoy working in a place like this. In orde r to 
run a business you had to know where everything was. 
He paid for the pendant and left , a little dis-
turbed that he had become angry over nothing. When he got 
to the office he had opened the package and looked at the 
gift. Samuel vrould forget all about it, if he wanted to be 
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a fool and run a sloppy shop, well then let him. The opal 
had a deep quality which he liked, it responded to the light 
and gave off much more than it took in. Veins of turquoise 
glowed deeply within the stone and he twirled it from the 
chain to make the light move. It was bright like a circus, 
he thought, only much more expensive. Better than any paint-
ing or piece of sculpture. This is real beauty. He had 
tried to like the arts, especially painting because one of 
his nephews was trying to make a living at it. In fact he 
had bought some of his work but hadn't got around to hang-
ing it. Nevertheless, he still thought that it was playing 
around. All right for relaxation, but not really serious. 
work. He had told the boy's father, his brother Si, that it 
was only a stage his son was going through. In a while he ' d 
grow up and really start to work. Si had been dismal about 
the boy ever since he finished college and announced that he 
was going to Europe on a scholarship of some sort to paint 
for the year. He was still there, and occasionally Barney 
sent him a little money to help him along. The scholarship 
had run out and the boy had needed money, so he had sent it. 
He knew that Si' s son would come home. He was a good boy, 
just needs a little time to grow up. That's what he kept 
tel ling his brother, and Si had agreed that Barney knew 
what he was talking about. 
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When he had finished looking at the opal, Barney 
carefully wrapped it in the tissue paper and tucked the pack-
age into his breast pocket. That night, as they had sat 
around the table he had given it to Silvia, first apolo-
gizing flatly for his behavior, "I never should have yelled 
at you, please forgive me." Then without waiting for her to 
answer ·him, he had pulled the gift from his pocket and placed 
it beside her already full dinner plate. "I hope you like it, 
dear." Barney remembered that Silvia had been so overcome 
that she hadn't been able to speak. He knew that opals were 
her favorite stone, and when she unwrapped the package and 
saw the stone, he had seen that her eyes filled slightly, as 
though she were going to weep. But she didn't. Instead she 
had thanked him. Barney remembered that she vrasn' t able to 
finish her meal. He made her hang the pendant around her 
neck and he had told her how beautiful she was. Later, after 
he had finished the meal, they had gone into the den and he 
had gone to sleep to the music of the knitting needles. At 
first, when he had just stretched himself out and she had be-
gun to knit, he had thought that she was working unusually 
fast and he had joked that she was really going to town. He 
had looked up and saw that she had removed the opal. 
"Don't you like the gift?" he had asked, a little 
hurt that she wasn't wearing it now. 
"Of course I do," she replied, "It's just t hat it 
gets caught in the yarn." She had smiled sadly at him, as 
though he were a naughty boy to suspect that she didn't like 
it, and had repeated, "It gets caught in the yarn." He fell 
asleep soon afterward. 
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Later, when he had looked back over the whole situ-
ation, he was positive that he had acted in the right way. 
There had only been one thing to do and he had done it. The 
whole incident was just proof that if you could see the mis-
take you made, you could set things right again. You didn't 
have to destroy yourself. It all could have gone down the 
drain; he had known friends of his who had been divorced 
over something just as inconsequential, but by looking at the 
thing, by being able to set it right, he had saved it. And 
that hadn't been the only time. If there was anything he was 
sure of, he was positive that he, at least, hadn't ruined 
what he had by being blind to himself, or the people around 
him. That had been why he had to get rid of Jacob. That 
was why he had brought his own brother into the business with 
him. If you knew people, if you understood what made them do 
things, i'rha t caused them to react to you and what gave them 
pleasure, then you would never destroy yourself. In a way it 
went back to his feelings about business and this in itself 
pleased Barney when he thought it over. Pleasure because, to 
him, consistency was important, and his life had been consis-
tent. With most men, he felt, this wasn't so. They ran their 
business as something, an entity, apart from their life, and 
this split, this living hypocrisy was part of the way they 
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destroyed themselves. Not he. He applied the same honesty, 
the same objectivity to the business as he did life. If you 
know what and where everything is, you couldn't fail. By an 
adequate reshifting after inspecting the situation in business, 
you could correct any errors you might make. The same went 
for life. 
Even as he lay on the bed, unable to move, Barney 
considered that he had taken care to set things right. He 
rapidly went over the arrangements he had made for Silvia and 
his son. It would take Bernie a little while to get the feel 
of things but he'll work it out. He was confident that once 
his son stepped into the business and got used to it, he 
would make out all right, especially with his uncle 81 to 
help him straighten away. He wished that the boy was only a 
little more of a realist about things. Once, when the boy 
was fifteen, he had spoken to him about a key which fitted a 
locked cabinet in his office. He had showed Bernie where he 
kept a second key and told him that when he died, he was to 
open the cabinet in front of his attorney. When he mentioned 
the word die, Bernie had turned white and then had begun to 
tremble. 
"What's the matter?" he asked his son. "Everybody 
dies sometimes. You never can tell." 
The boy had calmed down and looked at him with wide 
eyes and said, "I don't want to know about the key and the 
lawyer. You're not going to die." Then he had turned away 
from Barney and had run out of the office. Later that day, 
Barney had tried to explain that everybody died sooner or 
later and that there wasn't any sense in avoiding it. After 
all, he wasn't any spring chicken and Bernie was old enough 
to know that no one lived forever. Watching his son as he 
talked to him, Barney realized that the boy wasn't even 
listening to him. In his eyes he had the far off look he 
used to get when sitting at the table during dinner, just 
manipulating his food with his fork as though it were some-
thing to pick at and not to eat. This suppertime habit 
annoyed Barney so that he would lose his temper and send 
Bernie to bed without supper. The boy would hardly react to 
the punishment and without the far off expression leaving 
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his aquiline, already sharp featured face, he would walk up-
stairs. Although Barney had never followed the boy to his 
room after he punished him, he was sure that he would have 
found Bernie just sitting and staring. The boy was a dreamer, 
or he had been, and as far as Barney 1-.ras concerned, the busi-
ness about the key was just another example of the son's in-
ability to face reality. Later, after he had gone away to 
college, he had seemed to straighten out and he had been work-
ing into his job at the plant with an ease that often surprised 
Barney. Barney remembered how some of the men would poke 
their heads through the open doorway to his office as they 
walked by and say what a fine job the boy '\'las doing. "A 
regular chip off the old blocktt or "like father like son'' 
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they would say. He had warmed with pride when he heard the 
voices. They had had their differences but lately they had 
been agreeing about more and more things. That's how it 
should be, he thought. Before they had fought like opponents 
in a ring. About everything. At first he had tried to ex-
cuse it by blaming it on the boy's youth. Bernie was opinion-
ated and belligerent about everything. In those times, it 
seemed to Barney that if he mentioned anything, a fight 
would start. Invariably every argument ran the same course. 
At first Barney would try to be tolerant of the boy's youth 
and let him have the first say. After the boy was finished, 
it had always been easy to punch holes in his argument; 
Bernie was hardly ever right, and that would be the signal 
for the second stage of the battle. In the heat of the 
argument; Bernie would lose his temper and insult his father, 
calling him a stubborn fool or an ass. If there was one 
thing that Barney had decided he wasn't going to take from 
anyone, it was insubordination of any sort, and his son's 
attacks were, in a way, insubordination. An insubordina-
tion tinged with not even the slightest measure of respect. 
When Barney lost control they both had squared off in the 
center of their imaginary ring and slugged it out toe to toe, 
saying killing things to each other until either Bernie or 
he had had enough. His method of terminating the hostili-
ties was more direct than Bernie's; he would threaten to 
slap the boy if he continued to be abusive, and his son, 
dreamer and idelist that his father knew him to be, would 
merely shrug his shoulders and walk away. What made it all 
the more strange was that, even though he had flared up and 
argued with the boy as if he hated him, Barney never remem-
bered exactly what they argued about. The fights had never 
hurt either one of them. They never meant what they said 
anyway. Besides, Barney thought as he lay on the bed, he 
had been good to the boy. He had given him everything. 
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At any rate, Barney thought, he had prepared Bernie 
as well as he could. If the boy had anything in him at all 
he would be able to handle the business. Actually he hadn't 
been much older than Bernie when he began it all. He had 
really scrambled then. You had to if you were going to work 
things out. Keep moving and rearranging until the puzzle 
pieces started to fall into shape. If they didn't want to 
go into the puzzle, then all you had to do was to give them a 
little shove or shave off a corner. It all could be arranged. 
At least he had never lost sight of that. 
From the light which was peeking in around the 
corner of the drawn curtains, Barney could tell that it was 
already noon. Huge maples protected the house from the sun 
until noon, then the sun flew directly overhead and the light 
slipped passed the maple's dark branches; now, because the 
room had grown lighter, he knew that mid-day was here. It 
must be mid-day. It's been so long. The pressure on his 
chest had seemed to lift and he felt heady. Maybe he wouldn't 
23. 
die; he didn't want to; even knowing that he had set every-
thing in order, that he was ready to die, didn't prevent a 
gnawing in him that maybe he had left something undone. The 
feeling had stolen upon him as he had thought about his son, 
and their arguments. At first he had tried to force it back 
into the darkened places of his mind. But with the sunlight 
escaping the folds of the maple so had the sensation that 
something was absent sneaked into reality. He was annoyed. 
What was the use of anything coming up now? He couldn't do 
anything about it. Why not forget it? That was also a way to 
rearrange the puzzle. If a piece didn't fit in he could 
usually just forget it and, after a while, the picture would 
be complete without that part. He had done that with Jacob. 
Just forgotten him. Steve too. They hadn't mattered, they 
didn't fit into the puzzle and he had forgotten them. The 
picture was still there. So was the feeling that he had left 
something undone. He lool{ed at his wife; she vras awake now 
and staring at him. Bernie had come into the room also and 
they seemed to bunch around the bed. Shutting the air away 
from him. He wanted to tell them to move back. He couldn't 
speak. 
A growing lightness had eliminated the pressing 
weight that had squatted on his chest and in his heart a 
moment before. He was going to be all rigbt, after all. He 
had cheated death, not death him. There would be time to 
fix whatever it was that had crept into being in these few 
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moments. He wished be could speak and tell them that he was 
all right but now the paralysis had filled his whole body and 
he was helpless. That too would pass. He looked up and 
around him he saw white dises punctuated by blaek spots which 
were eyes and noses; red slashes which were mouths. Balloon-
like, he felt so light that he could float. The faces grew 
more indistinct and he tried to blink in order to clear his 
vision. He couldn't blink and they became horribly blurred. 
He wondered who they were. Ridiculous, he thought, of course 
he knew who they were. Then it struck him. The gnawing 
broke into a sharp biting at his heart. He didn't know who 
they were and they didn't know him. He couldn't die now. 
He had to set it right. But the sunlight had once again 
been caught in the maple and it was much later than his noon 
hour. 
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Chapter III 
Wouldn't he ever go, she thought as she peeked up at 
the rabbi who sat in an overstuffed chair near where she lay. 
He was such a fat thing and he wanted to comfort her; that 
made him ridiculous to her and she hid her head in her hands 
so that the solemn man wouldn't notice her laughter. Finally, 
(it seemed like so long to Silvia), he rose, murmured his 
sorrow once more and walked out of the room to go to prepare 
for the funeral. "Goodbye Rabbi,n she mumbled, hoping that 
her voice was properly troubled. He had been a friend of her 
husband's before Barney had died and now he wanted to be her 
friend. Well she didn't want him. All he wants is money 
anyway, she thought, and rolling over she got to her feet, 
walked to the drawer and searched for a cigarette. Instead 
of the cigarettes, she found her Daniel. "My your still a 
pretty thing Danny boy," she said pressing the stuffed bird 
to her lips. "Pretty birdy, pretty birdy,n she crooned as 
if she hoped the bird would answer her. 
Four and a half years ago you were alive, she 
thought, and I taught you so much. And you could say every-
thing, couldn't you Danny boy, couldn't you. Tentatively 
she stroked the bird's blue body ruffling the feathers as 
she went against the direction in which they lay, all stiff 
dead, but still bright. Lightly, she placed the beak up to 
her mouth and pressed it to her lips making a pursed kissing 
sound as she whispered softly to the stuffed animal. 
She remembered the time when she had brought 
Daniel home from the pet shop. She had known just from 
looking at the tiny bird that of all the birds in the cage, 
of the twenty or thirty birds crowded into the small pet 
shop cage gaping and cleaning gnats and fleas from them-
selves and each other, that Daniel was the smartest. 
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"I want the blue one with the violet markings on 
the face. There, that one there, that just hopped off the 
perch," she had said to the pet shop clerk. "Now be careful, 
don't break his wings when you go to take him out." She had 
bought a magnificent cage for the parakeet, made out of deep 
stained mahogany wood strips arranged to resemble a Swiss 
chalet, like those she had seen in the picture books about 
Zermatt when she was a child. Her brother Jacob had given 
her that book, she remembered, as she paid for the cage and 
bird. After she brought the bird home and installed the cage 
in the parlor beside her chair, she bad begun to teach it to 
speak. "If you are going to get anywhere," she had told the 
bird, "you have to know how to talk.n 
That night, when Barney arrived home and had seen 
the bird, he said, "What in God's name are you doing with a 
bird? They only stink up the house. Besides, I don't like 
birds." But she had only ans1vered that she was going to keep 
the bird and that there wasn't anything he might say that 
would make her change her mind. And he had hardly cared, 
she thought, remembering that even when she had said she 
wouldn ' .t give up Daniel, he had turned to his newspaper and . 
read. 
For weeks she worked with the bird, teaching it to 
speak. Every morning, after Barney had left for work, she 
would take her coffee into the parlor and poke the bird 
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gently with a stick to get its attention which Daniel readily 
gave, aware that food was soon to follow. "I'm a pretty 
bird," she would repeat, drawing the r's out in the manner 
that the training book, which she had bought soon after the 
purchase of the bird suggested. And after saying the phrase 
fifteen or twenty times, she would be silent and wait for some 
noise from the parakeet. At first, Daniel had simply stared 
back at her, ruffling and twisting himself on his mahogany 
perch, but after six or seven days she was rewarded with the 
bird's first attempt at talking. "Ritty bird," ·said Daniel. 
Silvia had been astounded but she recovered long 
enough to thrust some sweet seeds into Daniel's home and she 
cooed to the parakeet as he jumped down to gobble the seeds, 
"Good Danny boy, good Danny boy." 
"Good Danny boy, good Danny boy," the parakeet ans-
wered, and having finished the seed, awaited another prize. 
After that, Silvia reflected, it had been rela-
tively simple to teach him to say things. Soon she had built 
the bird up to over two hundred phrases. Daniel was the 
pride of her life. Neither her son nor Barney had been so 
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undemanding and as a result, she gave all her time to the 
bird. Whatever friends she did have before she had bought 
the parakeet, heard so much about "Danny-boy" that they soon 
tired of Silvia and stopped calling. But she never mentioned 
the bird's ability to her husband. "After all, it serves him 
right," she said aloud to the cage. "He never pays attention 
to you, so why should he get a chance to see my baby show 
off?n 
"Serves him right, serves him right, baby show off, 
baby show off," repeated Daniel. 
Silvia fingered the stuffed figure, rubbing it down 
against her cheek and speaking to it. "Why did you have to 
go away, wasn't mother nice to you, wasn't mother nice to 
you Danny-boy?" 
One morning she had decided that the time had come 
to let Daniel roam around the living room. Carefully, she 
checked all the windows and closed the doors which led to the 
kitchen and hallway. "Nice Danny-boy going to fly around the 
parlor," she said to the bird. Lifting the sliding door 
through which the bird would have to come, she propped it up 
with a small stick and sat down in her chair and waited for 
Daniel to fly out. Nothing happened, so she stood up and 
coming behind the parakeet, prodded it in the direction of 
the open door. Daniel's feathers seemed to vibrate about his 
body and he kept turning this way and that to avoid the prob-
ing pencil vrhich propelled him toward the door and the wide 
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openness of the room. But Silvia was too much for the para-
keet and she forced him, finally, to leap from the cage and 
spread. his wings. She watched as Daniel beat his unused 
wings frantically to avoid plummeting to the ground, and then 
spying the fireplace mantel, flew straight for it and bounced 
onto the marble top. Even from where she stood, Silvia could 
see that the bird's body was heaving, its heart pumping more 
strenuously than she had ever seen it before. For a minute 
or so, Daniel remained on top of the mantel, but when she 
started for him and drew close he suddenly fluttered into 
action and headed for the top of the curtain, far above her 
reach. "Stupid bird," she shouted, "I only want to help you 
back to the cage." 
Above, Daniel said, "Stupid bird, stupid bird," 
his daring eyes catching the light of the morning like two 
small jewels. She had to get him back in the cage somehow or 
else he would starve. Or else Barney would get him. Silvia 
washed her hands together, pressing the flesh hard enough to 
turn it white. What would she do? she thought. Spying the 
cage from the corner of her eye, she began to edge toward it 
slowly so that Daniel would not move from his perch upon the 
curtain. Carefully she drew the cage back to a position under 
the curtain and Daniel, and filled the cage with seeds from 
her pocket. Then, lifting the cage and the long stand on 
which it hung, up to Daniel's level, .she waited for the para-
keet to be enticed into it. 
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Daniel's eyes flickered brightly around the room 
and ignoring the open cage for the moment and the sweet seed 
which covered its bottom, he pecked at an imaginary flea under 
his chest feathers. Then, as if he had considered the matter 
and had decided to do what Silvia desired, he flopped back 
into the cage. 
Quickly she lowered it, flipped the prop from the 
cage door, releasing her breath as the barred slat slid into 
place with a tiny click of wood against wood. 
Then it happened, and even now when her husband's 
body was being prepared for the burial, she didn't understand 
why she had done it. Watching Daniel calmly munch on the 
seed, she had become furious with him. Silvia reached into 
the cage and slowly closed her hand around the tiny, warm 
body. So soft, so Soft, she had murmured and the bird 
hadn't answered. Drawing the parakeet, still clenched in-
side her hand, out of the cage, she thrust it away from her 
face as if she were trying to get a clear look at it. She 
could feel the bird's sides pulsing furiously and heaving as 
her grip tightened, and it seemed to her that Daniel's bright 
eyes were focused upon her own. Then the eyes blurred and 
the beating, the heaving against her closed palm, seemed to 
explode into nothingness. Her fist opened and she looked at 
the blue, still, figure in her hand, and let it drop onto the 
floor. It made a dull noise like a ball falling on top of a 
pillow and she wished she hadn't done it. Going to her chair 
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she wished that it was yesterday, or even just before she had 
let Daniel out of the cage. It wouldn't happen again, she 
promised, I won't do it again. Please let it be before. 
Please. Then, knowing that it couldn't be before again, abe 
had wept. 
That afternoon she took Daniel's body down to an ad-
dress on Washington Street which she had taken from the tele-
phone book. A red neon sign advertising "Taxidermist" buzzed 
like a thousand flies as she entered the tiny store. Inside 
the shop were animals, all kinds of animals; fishes arched 
gracefully against stained plaques, their sides lacquered and 
stiff to reflect the light; a huge moose head glared glass-
eyed, its multihorned head the ideal hat rack, and its nose 
too shiny to look wet and softly cold as it once had been; a 
stuffed dog seemed ready to bark at her and a hawk threatened 
her and the little package in her hand as it Srtooped from the 
ceiling. From behind a tapestry which divided the room in 
half, puffed a tubby, dumpling of a man who wore a white 
butcher's apron which was stained and dirty~ "ivell," he 
wheezed asthma tic ally, "What can Y.re do for you?" 
She looked around behind him for another person be-
fore she answered. Seeing no one, she said quickly, as if 
she were ashamed, "I have something I want you to stuff." 
There, she thought, she had said it. On the way down to the 
store she had been sure that she wouldn't be able to say it, 
but she had. Suddenly she was aware of the disin:fectant 
smell which permeated the air. It seemed to have entered 
with the fat man who stood in front of her, his fingers 
hooked on the edges of his apron like a politician's hands 
on his vest. 
"I beg your pardon, 11 he said, "lve do not 'stuff' 
animals. We preserve them." 
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"Oh. Oh yes, of course. I'm terribly sorry. You 
see, I have this parakeet and he died. 11 She fished down into 
the oilcloth bag which carried Daniel, but changed her mind 
suddenly and thrust the bag at the man. He took it and open-
ing it, peered into the bag's recesses. 
"Very pretty little bird," he crooned. "Very 
pretty indeed. And you've brought him to the right place. 
Yes indeed." He walked over to the right hand side of the 
counter and directed her eyes to several stuffed birds all 
arranged in different ways. 11\lle can fix him up in any of 
these ways. Now this is a smart looking setup." He pointed 
to a scrawny parrot whose head had been cocked to one side 
and whose beak was partly open as if it were about to speak. 
"Only fifteen dollars too. Very reasonable, yes indeed, very 
reasonable." 
Silvia scanned the ivall. They were all too life-
like, she thought, too arranged and vital looking not to be 
grotesque. "Just do it the simplest possible way," she 
blurted out, wanting desperately to be able to leave the 
taxidermist and his pets. 
-------
"Why yes of course, but how much did you say you 
wanted to spend?" 
She had already started to back toward the door 
when he spoke and she paused momentarily to say "Oh as much 
as it costs," and to notice the glass-eyed stare of the man 
change with delight. 
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"Very good, yes indeed, very good. Come back in a 
week and I'm sure that you'll be satisfied with your little 
pet." 
At home she wondered "T,<Tha t she would say to Barney; 
he would ask her where the bird was if he noticed that Daniel 
wasn't in his cage and she couldn't tell him the truth. Be-
sides, she thought, what was the truth? Why had she done it? 
Why had Daniel been afraid of her? All she had wanted was to 
let him fly around the parlor, and now he was dead. She 
hadn't wanted to kill him, but it had happened and if she 
ever told Barney about it, he wouldn't be able to understand 
this any more than he understood the other things about her. 
Now he was dead too and it made less difference to her than 
when Daniel had died. 
"Who died first? Barney or Daniel? 11 she asked the 
empty room. Then to herself she answered,Barney, he did. 
Five years ago or even as many as three years after they had 
been married. What did it all matter? They all had to die 
sometime and she wasn't sure any longer that it mattered 
when. For her, Barney had died five years ago when be had 
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forced her to make an impossible choice. 
And now, 1>rhen his body was still, when he had ceas-
ed to grind down anything he confronted, she thought, she 
wasn't sorry he was dead. And she hated herself for not be-
ing able to care. What had happened to her marriage, she 
asked herself, as though she had been able to do something 
about it? In the beginning they had had a good life, a time 
when they were filled with each other, a time, she thought, 
of the bed. 
It had been good at first, it really had; even the 
first night when she had come to him knowing nothing, pro-
tecting her virginity between her legs as though it 1·rere a 
piece of fine crystal, not meant to be shattered. So tender 
and gentle he was then, she remembered, not forcing his way 
into me, but exciting me and rubbing his sex against me until 
it was I, not he, who pulled the two of us together as though 
I wanted him to crush me and melt into me ••• and then making 
love to him for the entire evening until he became too tired 
to come into me ••.• so good and it stayed that way for two or 
three years. 
She remembered the beginning years when he had 
taught her to move and play with finesse and she knew that 
she had learned quicker and better than he had ever hoped. 
Every evening, after dinner, they had stripped and gone to 
the bedroom where, lying coupled to each other for several 
hours, they would talk and take pleasure with each other's 
body until the morning. She loved to watch him as he held 
back, letting her pass through several mountainous spasms, 
each more exploding than the one before, until the sweat had 
stood out on his brow and, not being able to hold back any 
longer, he would bellow like a bull as he gave up his spirit 
to her. Afterwards, he would be tired, but not too tired, 
and she would excite him so that he might enter her with a 
new quiet and they would lie coupled together, sometimes 
smoking, sometimes resting, imperceptively moving so that he 
would remain inside her, waiting until she could build again 
and t~ke pleasure from his hardness. 
Then it had all stopped. No longer the bed, no 
longer the love. He had become too involved with everything 
else besides her and at first she had understood, thinking 
that be would come back to her, that he would need her, as 
she now nee'ded him. But he hadn't, Silvia remembered bitter-
ly. Bernie had been born and that was to be all that she was 
allowed. During the first years business had been terrible, 
but now it was good and they moved to a home in Newton. But 
they only remained there for six months. Everything had 
flopped and they returned again to the apartment in Chelsea. 
She remembered that Barney's brother, Si, had demanded his 
money back and like a fool, Barney had given it to him. "He 
needed it, and I had to give it to him 11 
' 
he had said. And 
she had thought that it was strange that Barney could answer 
everyone else's needs but her own. Hers had been so simple; 
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all she had wanted and needed was him. But he had refused. 
He came home exhausted and fell asleep after a day battling 
lawyers and bankers with things she knew nothing about. She 
hadn't minded the poverty, she had grown up with it, but she 
couldn't go back to being a virgin. Her body had to have 
him and she demanded that he come to her bed. He had. Once 
or t-vrice he had sweated above her and had frozen, half fin-
ished, stalling like an automobile above her, grinding him-
self to nothing and saying he was sorry but he was just too 
tired and didn't she understand that? It would be better 
later, he had assured her. And somethings did get better. 
The business had begun to prosper and they had been able to 
move back after a while. She v-rai ted for him to come to her. 
Months went by and she had become chilled; what once seemed 
to flow now paced sluggish, turned to a curdled liquid, and 
she had stopped needing him. The golden times were finished 
and she suffered his occasional attempts at the bed, feeling 
shell-like in her immobility ~nd violated in her frigidity . 
But he still needed to finish it off, she suddenly 
snapped. Like some sort of war weapon which simply moved on 
and on, toward an objective until it had reached it and roll-
ed over it. She had once taken Bernie to the circus and he 
had squealed when the elephants had marched in front of him. 
That was what her Barney had been like. She once read that 
an elephant moved more quickly than she had supposed and that 
was like Barney too. Her husband had attacked everything 
with a grinding deadliness and quickness that seemed para-
doxical. He had done the same to her, and it had been over 
the only person to whom she could turn, her brother Jacob. 
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She would need Jacob to be at the funeral. He had 
helped her from the beginning and now she needed him to sus-
tain her and to explain it all to her. Why she felt the out-
side closing in on her and why Barney had died before they 
had ever had a chance to set things right. And he might not 
come, he might not be able to come to the funeral. She 
couldn't blame hem for not coming. Barney had practically 
destroyed him. Thrown him over like an empty egg shell, and 
she hadn't been able to help. And that time five years ago 
hadn't been all Barney's fault; she knew that none of it 
would have happened if it hadn't been for Barney's brother 
Si and his peculiar brand of poison which he had been spoon 
feeding Barney all his life. She was so tired that, she 
couldn't fight him any longer. Now that Barney was dead, 
her son vTould have to look out for himself. She only hoped 
that Barney hadn't made it too easy for Si to ruin her son. 
Bernie was too weak to take the punishment his uncle could 
hand out. She had been too weak. But what could she do? 
She had fought him well up until that evening, five years 
ago, when Barney had taken away all her weapons. She remem-
bered only that evening and the day that Daniel had died. It 
seemed as if her life were encompassed in those two times, 
and it would have been better if neither one had happened. 
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Particularly, Silvia remembered the sky on the day 
that Jacob had been fired. It was even more exciting than 
when she ahd watched it as a child. In the west, the sun had 
fallen beneath the horizon but still colored the low lying 
clouds which hovered above its grave. Their deep red in turn 
illuminated the higher clouds which soared above them and 
flew back over Silvia's head ,.;here they had already begun to 
darken into the amethyst of dusk. Further behind her, in the 
east, she had known that the blues and blacks of the nighttime 
were flm.;ing toward the west and she had wished them back. 
But relentlessly they had come on thrashing over the amethyst 
clouds and swooping into the western sky with a silent fierce-
ness and speed that had seemed to be too much to bear. Go 
back, go back, she had silently wished at the dark colors, 
but they hadn't, even as she had known that they wouldn't, 
and her husband had come home at the usual time, 
"Hello dear," he had said pecking her on the cheek 
as he walked by her to get his mail. She didn't answer him 
because by the time she could he was always gone. Besides, 
he never really listened for what she said. Once she had 
played a trick on him to find out if he did listen to her. 
He had said his usual hello and she had said, in her most 
matter of fact voice, that the maid had given birth to a cat. 
He had mumbled how nice and continued for his mail. She 
never called his attention to the trick. Somehow he would 
have made her feel in the wrong about it. He vrould have said 
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that he was preoccupied and what did she expect? He had to 
earn a living and all that. He wouldn't even get the point 
of the whole thing, she had thought, he never did. He was so 
serious a bout himself and what he was do ing that he couldn't 
see the humor in a nything. And if he couldn't even see him-
self, how could she expect him to be sensitive to her? She 
couldn 't; long since she had given up, long after she had 
ceased to hope that he would relent and feel with her, she 
had remained angered and cheated by the idea that he never 
would. And she knew that no matter what would be the out-
come of tonight and the business with her br other, that be-
cause of the way Barney was, because of the water hose way 
he operated, it would have to turn out badly. I t was up to 
her to salvage wha tever she might. If he would soften for 
a minute, if he would hesitate before crushing everything in 
his way, she might save something. 
They had eaten dinner silently and Silvia could 
tell that Barney expected her to open it up before he did. 
Somehow he knew that Jacob would have called her and told her 
what had happened. But she wasn't going to begin, because if 
she did, she would have to admit that she knew what had 
happened. And once Barney heard her acknowledge that Jacob 
had called her and told her '\'That had gone on between them, he 
would become furious. Then the point 'l'rould be trampled under-
neath all the anger and nothing would be salvaged. And it 
would make it too easy for Barney. Even if she came out with 
nothing after it was all over, Silvia knew she needed the 
satisfaction of having made it difficult for her husband. 
She hated the continual softness which he expected of her, 
the easy ripping of her own desires so that he might rumble 
through in his heavy footed way, seeing just one path, his, 
and throwing hers to the ground without noticing whether or 
not he had smashed something. She had been permitting this 
too long, she hurt too much to let it go on. This time she 
would have to, at least, offer resistance to his dreadnought 
rambling. 
They left the dining room and seating herself in 
the den, she began to knit, rubbing and pullin the yarn 
against the needles, and from the corner of her eye she 
watched her husband who had stretched out on the couch. 
Tale of Two Cities, Silvia thought, the DuFarge 
woman knitting just as I'm doing, only she knit names into 
her fabric and the names died. Suddenly she hated Barney 
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for forcing her against the wall until she felt trapped and 
caught up in something which she didn't wholly understand. 
And Jacob too, she thought, he had iet her drift there, with-
out pulling her out of the flame which threatened her. She 
could usually expect more from him than that. 
She saw Barney's mouth grow first slack and then 
rigid, and she knew he was going to speak. ]~ake me strong, 
make me strong, she repeated to herself. 
''Silvia," he waited for her to look up at him but 
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she woul dn't; she could only repeat her litany for strength. 
Finally composing herself, stopped the knitting, she answered 
him and he continued. "I'm afraid I have some bad nerrs for 
you." She thought she could detect a sneer '\'/'hen he said 
"news'' but she brushed it aside. She couldn't get sidetrack-
ed the way she knew he wanted her to be. He was waiting for 
her to ask him what the news was but she resisted. Even in 
his own house he was unable to stop playing the .cat and mouse 
game of the office, she thought. 
"Something happened in the office today, something 
which I hadn't wanted to happen." 
Again he waited for her to burst out and admit that 
she knew what he 1>1as getting at, but she waited too. He was 
too calm though, what he said was too considered to have any 
reality for her. That will come in a moment, she thought, 
the storm and fire and then that will be the reality which 
was missing. 
"I had to fire your brother Jacob today." Even 
though she had known what he was going to say, even though 
she had even formed the exact words which he would use, the 
words crackled across her mind like nine Chinese firecrackers 
and burned her with their heat. Behind the heat of the fire-
crackers came a vision of the blue clouds and the black ones 
devouring the amethyst fleece and the golden red of the west, 
and she knew that it was going to end badly. He had been 
suddenly too direct for her. She might have handled it bet -
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ter if he had willed to enter onto her own ground, to at 
least give her a chance by being more oblique. But he hadn't 
and she might have known he wouldn't and she gave herself up 
to the rest of the role which would be destruction. "~Vhy?" 
she asked, almost reading the line from the script held in 
her mind. Then she saw it, the anger which would carry him 
through, which he had waited for her to unleash and which she 
had done by a simple question. 
"'Why?" he repeated, "you know damn well why. For 
one solid year I've taken as much baiting and fighting with 
Jacob as I'm going to take. That brother of yours has cut 
ten years from my life, and you ask me why." 
It all might be done now, Silvia thought, but he ex-
pected her to continue, to permit his rage to work itself 
out until there wasn't any more left within him. "I don't 
see vTha t has happened that makes you say that he ' s been bait-
ing you or fighting with you. There wouldn't be any fight if 
you didn't want one. Besides, you've said yourself that he's 
a good engineer." 
"Engineers are a dime a dozen, especially at the 
salary I pay him." 
"But you didn't answer what I said," Silvia said, 
pressing and hoping that he would give just a hair. "It 
takes two of you to argue. Why have you wanted to argue with 
him?u Suddenly she was tired. It was going to be too expen-
sive and she didn't, yet, want to pay the price. She waited 
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for her husband to remind her that Jacob never said hello to 
him anymore. And how they had grown to the point where they 
spoke to each other only about business. Their battle was as 
if someone had planted a small seed and the seed had become 
too big, so big that it began to devour them, and now, when 
it had swallowed them both, this ogre 1·ras after her. "You 
won't give him a chance," she said. 
"I don't what? A chance!" he ·bellowed. His thick-
ened face was so red to Silvia, that it seemed as if it were 
on fire. "I've given him more of a chance than he ever de-
served. He's been a bastard from the word go, constantly 
needling and probing at me. tr 
"vlhat' s going to happen to his children and to 
Clara? Vlhere's a forty year old man going to find another 
job? You made him dependent on you and now you're throwing 
him out! 11 She brushed angrily at a tear which had crept into 
the corner of her eye. And she kne"r that it l'lasn' t because 
she hurt that she cried, but because of a blinding white 
light which screamed attack! attack! to her, and threatened 
to overwhelm her. Furiously she began to knit. Faster and 
faster scraped the needles against one another almost strik-
ing sparks in their haste. Brutally she drove her hands, 
forcing the yarn to ripple along the needles or else be pull-
ed so tight that it must snap. 
"Don't you worry about your brother, he's got 
enough put away. Two years ago, he and Relnick managed to 
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managed to make a bundle for themselves." He laughed at her, 
"Yes sir, I wouldn't be at all surprised if they were to-
gether on that little deal. Not at all surprised." 
Limp1y, the broken threads dangled from the needle. 
Deliberately she began to speak, "No you didn't. You never 
did or ever would give him a chance; instead you waited, you 
sat waiting until he hung himself. And you knew he would be-
cause you knew that he was enough like you to do the same 
thing you would have done. You made it so miserable for him 
that you've almost made him crazy, you and that brother of 
yours. Good old Si whose been feeding you poison about Jacob 
and God only knows what else for so long that you don't even 
know what the truth is. Why don't ~ou look a little closer 
at him, I dare you to! Then you might see what's happened to 
you and you might see what Jacob really is. He's given his 
whole life for your business and now it has all gone by the 
board because you made up your mind about him and couldn't 
see anything else." There wasn't anything more for her to 
say; she hadn't wanted to say even that, but she had had to, 
and it was going to be worse. 
"Look at yourself," he returned, "ever since this 
whole thing began you've been pushing for your brother. 
You've stood by his side rather than mine. You are now, and 
Si said you would be. You forget, I'm your husband. And you 
used me knowing that I wouldn't fire him. And I would have, 
a long time ago if it hadn't been for you •..• " 
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He spoke rapidly and explosively . and the words be-
gan to buzz in her ears. She didn't want to hear the rest 
because she knew what he was going to say and she tried to 
blur the noise by closing her ears. This was ~rhat she hadn't 
wanted but which, as soon as she had started to read his 
script, to play on his terms and with his rules attacking 
arrow-like at each target, she knew she was to receive. It 
v1as the sort of logical end to which he carried everything, 
and it was always a false end because it was always an ex-
treme one. Almost as though, Silvia thought, he had missed 
the point entirely in his overwhelming drive for it. Then she 
heard the word~ which she had expected and wished that they 
were never uttered, because even as she had expected them so 
had a thin flower of hope that he might not say them. But 
he trampled upon the flower, not knowing, not even caring to 
know that it was there. 
"Well whom do you choose? Either your brother or 
me. That's what it is you know, you've got to choose one or 
the other.u 
She had already prepared her answer and without 
hesitating she said, "I choose you." Her knitting tumbled 
from her lap as she got up and she didn't bother to pick it 
up as she hurried upstairs. He didn't say anything to her 
while she passed by and silently she repeated to herself, 
don't let him be pleased. Please don't let him be pleased. 
She felt she would die if she knevr at this moment that he 
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was satisfied. And if he followed her it would be too much 
for her, because then he would know and it was ridiculous to 
let him know more than he wanted to. She knew she had chosen 
nothing, that the minute he had asked her to choose there 
wasn't anything to pick, nothing to be saved. But why should 
she tell him? 
such a choice. 
gantic stakes. 
He wouldn't believe her. There could never be 
Never. It was lik an empty ritual with gl-
And the joke of it was that neither one of 
them could have won. 
Now, five years later, Silvia thought, that was 
almost all there was to remember about Barney. And the 
poverty of the issue was terrifying to her. She had nothing 
left now and she had had nothing to lose after the incident 
five years ago. Her son was no comfort to her. He really 
didn't need her, she thought, too independent for his own 
good. Living with Barney had at least taught her that. You 
couldn't be independent or self sufficient, all the complica-
tions of living had made that plain. They seemed to drift 
and flow about in the air and if you just breathed it was im-
possible to avoid having some of them wrap about your neck. 
Bernie would find out in due time, she supposed, But now he 
didn't need her and wouldn't be any help to her. Still she 
knew she needed something or someone to hold onto and to tell 
about a slyness that was beginning to eat her up inside. She 
remembered a story she had once read about a ra.t who ate and 
ate all it could find until, finally when food ran out, he 
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began to devour himself, gnawing first at his tail and then 
eating his paws in juicy, bloody gulps. \.'That vras inside her 
was like the rat, beginning slowly and working at her in unim-
portant ways, swallowing the food around it and not yet be-
ginning to turn inside. But she knew it would and she would 
need help. She had lost nothing and yet there vias a gaping 
pain vri thin her. Perhaps Barney had known, she thought, per-
haps he understood about these past five years and maybe even 
about all of our marriage. But no, that was giving him more 
than he deserved. If there was one thing he didn't know, it 
was about her. How could he? He never even realized any-
thing about himself. But vrhat if he had? He might have died 
of it. Yes, he could have died of it. Was it true? Did I 
kill him? And I don't feel sorry for his dying. That's the 
worst of it because I'm supposed to and I don't. And what 
will happen vrhen I die. Who will be sorry? An old confusion 
held her in the rat's mouth and she sighed to herself. Un-
less someone, her brother perhaps, helped her, she would be 
destroyed. All she had was her brother and a stuffed bird. 
With so much to do, she thought, so much to do. And the rat 
never stopping to breathe. 
48. 
Chapter IV 
Everything was done. Si rechecked the list in front 
of him. Before he went to the chapel for the ceremony he had 
to go to the office. If he was going to act properly the 
next day, he had to know what was in the locked file where 
Barney had kept his papers. On his way out, he shouted to his 
wife Selma that he would be back in an hour. 
After he had arrived at the office and told the 
guard that he didn't want to be disturbed, he went directly 
to Barney's locked office. Fortunately, Barney had given him 
the master keys to the plant several years ago, saying it was 
important for more than one man to have them. How right he 
was, Si thought. 
Barren, the office looked almost awesomely cold in 
the glare of the fluorescents. It was the first weekday in 
twenty years, Si thought, excluding national holidays, that 
the place wasn't bubbling with action. The silence of the 
typewriting machines, the stillness of the computers, whose 
carriages would swing like the heads of people at a tennis 
match, back and forth, with a humming click, and the immo-
bility of the staid bookkeeping machines which, when used, 
threatened to tear from their moorings and dance around the 
room, made the room eerie and stranger than he had ever known 
it to be. Unlocking Barney's door and entering the neat room, 
Si saw everything was in its place, the ashtrays were empty, 
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letter opener laid parallel to the edge of the leather framed 
blotter, and a double picture frame containing the pictures 
of Bernie and Silvia sat in back of the brass cigar box; they 
were all arranged just the way Barney insisted that thay had 
to be. So that he knew where everything was. How long had 
he had to listen to that crap? Si thought, twenty years, 
twenty years of saying yes to his brother. He hurried over 
to the window and flung it open. Stale cigar smoke which 
still lingered in the room had made his stomach suddenly 
queasy and besides, he hated cigars. 
to smell them any more. Never again. 
Well, he wouldn't have 
Staring at him, in the 
room corner, was the cool grey file cabinet that he had to 
open. Si didn't have the key to it but he did have the key 
to Barney's desk. Someplace in the desk he knew Barney had 
kept a second key. He had once shown it to him when he was 
talking about Bernie and how his son had refused to take it 
when he had told the boy what to do when he died. Si had seen 
where he had put the key, and knowing Barney as he did, he 
figured that the key eas right where he had put it that day. 
That was Barnay's trouble. Not really clever enough to move 
the key. Just a bit too stationary to dupe the people that 
need fooling. He knew that's why he had been able to get so 
much from Barney. After a little searching, he found the key 
in a coffin-like box covered with velveteen and shoved into 
the back of a drawer. He crossed over to the cabinet and 
unlocked it. 
As he thumbed through the files looking for the 
papers which concerned the disposition of the business in 
the event of Barney's death, particularly the disposition 
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of stock, he thought of Winston Churchill's speech about the 
R.A.F. and played with the phrase, 11 Never has someone got so 
much for so little. 11 Good old Winny. ~'linny the Pooh. He 
supposed he should be ashamed, but what the hell, he thought, 
Barney was dead now and it didn't make any difference. What 
difference did it make when he was alive? None. Barney was 
a sucker; somebody had to be taken, and if he hadn't taken 
him for a ride, somebosy else would have. He might have been 
a bi t of a 'yes' man for his brother, but he got what he want-
ed and with the least possible effort. Once he had made the 
decision to work this way, it hadn't been difficult. Not 
when the compensation of living high without working was pre-
sent. He chuckled when he thought of his brother's favorite 
phrase. "We've really built something here. From nothing. 
Jacob, Steve, you and me." After he had gotten rid of Jacob 
and Steve, the phrase had been shortened to an equally sen-
tentious, "We've really built something here." The fool 
never realized that be had done it mostly himself. The irony 
of it all was that Barney had fired the only person who had 
helped him, Jacob. 
Not finding what he was looking for in the first 
drawer, he went to the second and began to rummage through 
it. It hadn't been difficult after the first decision, and 
51. 
that one had been difficult only because he had no experience. 
If he hadn't acted as he had then, he would have had nothing 
now. But at least he had been shrewd enough to recognize a 
good thing when he saw it. If there was a single word which 
Si felt accurately characterized himself it was shrewd. 
Clever wasn't deep enough, didn't seem to extend into long 
range efforts. Steve Relnick, he was clever, but himself, 
he was shrewd. If he hadn't come around the way he had, he 
would have been just dumb and at least no one was ever going 
to say that he was dumb. Now he was at the top of the heap 
and he knew he would manage to stay there. Bernie didn't 
like him, but Bernie was too direct, he committed himself 
just a little too much and too soon, like a boxer who was 
too eager. Like his father in that respect. In a way that's 
why the initial moment had been as easy as it was, ever since 
he was a bot, his brother had been too quick to decide, at 
least where his friends and family were concerned, and once 
Barney had decided, it took a knockout to make him change his 
mind. 
They had both started in doing d+fferent work; 
Barney had carried bricks for the construction crews out in 
Chelsea and he started selling brushes. 'When Barney had 
decided to start his own business, Si had thought that he 
was out of his mind, and while Barney travelled around lining 
up accounts, he had taken it easy, making just enough to live 
on. He knew that if and when the thing got going he would 
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have enough time to hook up. Besides, he had thought, what's 
the sense of snagging onto a star until you knew it was going 
to stay up? That was f or gamblers playing long odds. As ex-
pected, Barney had begun to prosper and Si joined him. About 
six months went by and they both had gotten married; then 
after another year, both had moved to homes in Newton. Then 
when things had become tight, he quit Barney and l'li thdre'ltr the 
thousand dollars he had invested. "I need it to live on, 
Barney," he had told him. Barney had been reluctant to give 
him the money; in a few weeks he was going to declare bank-
ruptcy. "Besides," he had argued, nhold onto your stock, I'm 
going to get this thing hopping again, I knmv I can do it." 
"Look Barney," he had answered, "it hurts me to have 
to do this but vre 've got to live too. There's nothing ille-
gal about it, as long as you pay me before you declare bank-
ruptcy. vmo would you rather have the money, strangers or 
your own brother?" That had always, ever since they could 
talk to each other, been the argument to use. Countless lec-
tures, too many lectures, Si remembered. The old man, spider-
like and embittered by everything he came into contact with 
in the ne1-r world , saying to them, "They'll all go against you. 
'Every one of them but your own kind. You've got to stick to-
gether because if you don't help one another, no one else 
will." He vrould poke them with a horny finger, all nicotined 
and punctured from the needle with which he did his tailoring, 
and they had to listen. As though he were giving a daily 
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catechism about their obligations to each other. But Barnay 
never was smart enough to forget. He simply shrugged his 
shoulders and made the check out. Like a puppet he had re-
sponded to the string's pull. 
Si remembered that at first he had been glad the 
business went under, because he was young and it wouldn't be 
temptation any more. Easy money, if there was one thing he 
had never been able to resist it was the easy money that came 
from working for his brother. But there were bad parts to it 
and he had detested the relationship they had; he felt him-
self subservient to Barney, saying yes to him whenever Barney 
asked him if he thought he was right about something. Worst 
of all was avoiding the knock down, drag out fights they had 
engaged in all through their childhood. Si tried to remember 
if even a day had gone by without some sort of battle. Even 
when they were young it had been impossible to avoid baiting 
Barney. It became his favorite pastime, and there was never 
anything he liked better. Barney had always been an easy 
mark. And always, when they were young, they had had fierce 
fist fights when Barney lost his control. Even though he was 
younger he had ahrays been able to lick Barney. Except once 
when they had gone to the beach at Nantasket. He had start-
ed to tease Barney about hovr fat he looked in his swim suit 
and vrhether it was this particular thing or an accumulation 
of a week of verbal roasting that he had been giving him, 
Si never knew, but when they were both s'l'iimming out around 
54. 
the huge logs on vlhich piers were being built, he had suddenly 
felt himself grabbed from behind and he had been pushed under. 
He sucked in as much breath as he could before his head was 
under and frantically struggled to get away. He managed to 
turn around so that he was facing whoever had grabbed him and 
he had recognized that it was Barney who was holding him 
under. \~hipping his hand free he tore at Barney's flesh but 
his brother didn't feel it; he just grew more rigid and strong-
er, pressing Si deeper under the water. In final desperation 
Si had punched out at Barney's groin and hit him. They both 
surfaced, sputtering. "You're crazy," he had shrieked at 
Barney who didn't answer but had just swum away to the shore. 
Af ter that Si had been more careful to avoid any physical 
contact with his brother. Barney had seemed to forget about 
the whole thing, which Si had thought strange because Barney 
never forgot anything. They still argued and both flared 
against each other like opposing brush fires, but they never 
hit each other again. 
While they had worked together they had constantly 
argued about minor things and, most of the time, Si had to 
avoid trying for the last word. It was Barney's business. 
And Barney made sure everyone knew it was. He had to have 
the big word. This had rubbed Si raiv and vrhen the chance to 
get out did come, he had jumped at it. Anyway, he had reason-
ed, there was no use hanging with Barney. If the corpse were 
resurrected, he would always be able to get back to where he 
was. 
Nine months drifted by and they were an eventful 
nine, during ,,rhich he had watched Barney go from bankruptcy 
to moderate prosperity, and also during vrhicb Si had run out 
of money. He couldn't find what he considered a suitable 
position. After all, he had muttered to Selma, "How can 
somebody living in a house like this go back to selling 
brushes?" It wouldn't seem right at all. As in all the 
other things of their life together, Selma had agreed that 
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he was right and they had eaten off their savings. Si wasn't 
worried. Barney would come through when he needed him. One 
early March evening he had gone to Chelsea to call on his 
brother. 
"Are you slumming, Si?" his brother had asked. 
Si wondered if he should keep it light, decided 
ye s. That would work the best, and he kidded back, stalling 
for time, suddenly. He wished he had prepared himself a 
little better, worked it out more. Usually he laid every-
thing out in detail but this time the scheme had come to him 
as he was eating his supper and he had only formulated it 
roughly when he had told Selma about it. 
"Barney, Selma told me that she spoke to Silvia at 
the store the other day. She said you're doing better now. 
Business is good, Barney?" 
"vrell you know i'fhat they say Si, 1 t' s never good 
enough. But things have picked up. I knew they would. You 
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know I sort of think that the first time was a boon. I don't 
think that I'll ever go under again. Paid off all the old 
creditors; didn't have to of course, but there isn't any 
sense to having enemies. I really think that the bankruptcy 
was a good thing for me." 
Si hardly listened to this last; a glimmer of light 
flickered and built into hope and he thought, the fool, he 
just gave me the answer. If he was careful now, very care-
ful, it would go. "You know, Barney, I think that vrith the 
way things 1-rorked out, and you yourself saying you knew how 
things would go, that you shouldn't have given me back the 
thousand. It would be worth more now, much more. I think 
you could have told me that. u Barney sat dm·m and was just 
staring, first at him and then at the wall, as though he 
couldn't comprehend what was happening. 
Feeling less sure than when he had begun, Si de -
cided that he was in so deep he might as well play all the 
cards he was holding . For some reason the reaction was 
different than he had suspected, he couldn't quite tape 
Barney out, he couldn't read him; this was unusual and dis-
turbing to him. He had counted on Barney showing him the 
way. The thickness clinging to his brother's face, misting 
and blurring over the expressions, clouded Si's vision. 
Blindly, he continued, uit's this way Barney, both Selma and 
I figure that most of the trouble we're having with money is 
your fault. u Novr Barney struggled up from the chair where he 
sat and faced the wall so that Si saw only the thick neck. 
He couldn't stop now, "I mean if it hadn't been for you in 
the first place we never would have moved to Newton. Now 
we can't even manage the payments. If it hadn't been for 
the business failing, we would have been all right. And 
then not telling us that our money would be worth more." 
"Si," burst a hardly recognizable voice, "did I 
tell you to move? Did I tell you to take your money out?" 
From the tone, Si realized that Barney vras grap-
pling for control. A long moment passed before he dared to 
speak; there was still an inkling of a chance left if he 
handled it right, but if Barney blew, the whole thing 
would be messed up like the time at the beach. Before he 
could speak though, Barney said, still facing away from him, 
and this time in a voice which was softer than the tension-
thickened words of before, ''Si you asked me for your money 
and I gave it back. Didn't I? I asked you not to take 
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your money. You said it was throwing good after bad. Re~ 
member Si? Could I do more? Tell me, what more could I have 
done?" 
"Well, you might have told me you were going to 
start making money again; you knew." 
"I didn't know, I hoped, I hoped. That's why I ask-
ed you not to take your money away. The others who had money 
invested, never got their full dollar back until later. You 
got it all. I gave you everything." 
From the new quiet, from the beginning of logic, 
Si knew that he had better stop. He'd lost but he had to 
keep the loss from growing. He would have to wait until 
later. 11\~ell," he said , picking up the coat which he had 
draped over a chair and not bothering to look back at his 
brother who, even now, hadn't turned from the wall, "if 
that's the way you feel about things with us, I guess 
there's nothing more to say. 11 He let himself out the front 
door sure that the final arrow, at least, had gone home. 
Just as a boxer in a ring must, he had to keep his feet mov-
ing, shuffling, dancing, shifting his weight as his opponent 
stood lead-footed and swung. Most important of all, he 
thought as he walked to his car, never let him know exactly 
where he stood or when the blow was coming. Make him come 
to you , that was vital because once Barney started moving in 
his ponderously one - tracked way, he was blind. No, he 'd go 
to work for Barney again. Barney would take him back. 
At the worst he would continue being a yes man; 
but this didn't matter. From now on he'd look as if he were 
on the same track as Barney. What was important to other 
people who would see him sucking around as general prat boy 
wouldn't, couldn't be important to him. They only thought 
the looks of things were important because they thought 
that's what was really happening. Let them, let them all 
think what they wanted. That's how he'd do it because that 
would make it easier; Barney was willing to be fooled and 
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and they would help convince him. Meanwhile he would set 
himself on top without any work, without being on any track. 
That was the beauty of his scheme. In the end, when he had 
succeeded, he would be in the position where he had to care 
the most about everything. All decisions at the level for 
which he was aiming would be big ones, and the lie of it all 
was that he wouldn't care, it wouldn't matter to him which 
way things went. Others would end by taking the blame for 
errors and he the credit for the good moments. As he con-
tinued to walk toward his car, the boxer again floated in 
front of him and Si skipped a little, shadow boxing, shadow 
boxing no shadows on the darkened street. It would all be 
in the timing, he thought, all in the timing of things. 
After he had waited a week Si sent Barney a note: 
Now that I have had time to think things 
over, I would like to apologize for my 
actions of the previous week. They were 
both ungrateful and unwarranted. In the 
future I'll keep in mind our father's 
wishes that we remain close. 
My love to you and Silvia and again my 
apologies ••• 
Si 
It would do it he had thought when he posted the 
note and, because he knew his brother, it had. Two days 
later after he had mailed the note he received one from 
Barney: 
Si, there wasn't any need to explain or 
apologize. I understood at the time that 
you didn't mean what you were saying. 
Would you consider your old job ? It's 
still waiting for you along with some 
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stock. 
My love to you and Selma. 
Barney 
The stock was an extra, but not any important sur-
prise. Poor Barney could mnly act one way. That was his 
trouble and knowinf it was Si's strength. 
As the business grew, after Steve Relnick and 
Barney's brother-in-law, Jacob had joined it, Si had become 
aware that he had to make himself . the most indispensable of 
the lot. He did so by establishing a spy s ystem. Perhaps, 
he had thought, if Barney were ever to find ou~ e xactly h~w 
he got the information which was handed him regularly, he 
would have struck out at him, even though he was his brother, 
even though it was necessary that he have the certain kinds of 
information which Si was so adept at getting. But he never 
did know and Si reasoned to himself one day , it was an im-
possibility that he ever would. Barney · just wasn't f &exible 
enough to learn about a union leader bought off with company 
money conveniently listed under Misc., nor could he have 
understood the hiring of a man for the maintenance crew whose 
only job was to listen for labor complaints and, of course, 
to report them to Si. That was why a union had never gotten 
started in the plant. 
Whenever one of the workers became interested in 
unions and began to agitate the others around him, he was 
fired. Aft er the employee had been dismissed, Si would go 
61. 
and tell Barney about it. At first, Barney had asked him how 
he managed it; he didn't like unions but he wasn't going to 
break the federal law in order to avoid having them. But Si 
was able to reassure him that everything had been strictly 
and judiciously handled accorming to both the letter and the 
spirit of the law. He had known that the "letter and spirit 
of the law" would appeal to Barney and that he wouldn't bother 
to push the issue any further. Si also knew that Barney 
assumed his brother couldn't, wouldn't, do anything crooked. 
He simply couldn't be guilty of it because he was a Shekmar, 
and if the Shekmars were anything, the y were honest and loyal 
to one another. Because he knew how Barney viewed him, he 
made a determined effort to worm deeper and deeper into 
Barney's bosom. After all, he had reasoned, he had such a 
head start, that it really wouldn't take much effort. Most 
of that would come from Barney, his dear brother. 
The most severe test he had been put to, was bring-
ing about the destruction of Jacob. That was how he had al-
ways thought of it. Destruction of Jacob. If there was any-
thing which Si disliked, it was the permanence and solidarity 
of the friendships in which his brother Barney was immersed. 
Not that he was jealous, Si was never really jealous, but 
simply that he couldn't tolerate anything that Barney es-
tablished which was independent of himself. Of course he had 
never even hoped that Steve Relnick and Barney would break 
up, and he hadn't done anything to interfere with their 
friendship. Similarly he never entertained the slightest 
thought of getting rid of Jacob. Then, like a flash flood 
which buries everything in front of it without regard for 
the precious or loved, the whole thing burst open leaving 
the friendship betvreen Steve and Barney tattered and a thing 
of the past. With Steve's cooperation it had been easy to 
break up the rest. That was Barney's weakness. His judg-
ments and values had all been a matter of faith. Once the 
incident with Steve had rumbled up from beneath the earth's 
dust, shattering something which Barney had believed impene-
trable, something else had been broken. Barney's faith in 
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his personal relationships was cracked. Si had known that 
once the slightest fissure developed in Barney's faith, that 
his brother in his tough, bulldog way, would start tb question 
his other close relationships. It was something in him which 
couldn't let go once a thing was begun. From that point Si 
knew he had merely to fan the flame of doubt that had crept 
into being after Barney learned that his dearest friend had 
stolen from him. 
Only in the very beginning was it difficult. During 
this time he had to be careful to walk the tight rope between 
what Barney wanted to believe. That was where Steve had 
helped him. Simply by remaining friendly with Jacob, after 
he had left the office, Steve had managed to taint Jacob in 
Barney's eyes. One day, Si had gone into Barney's office on 
the pretense of discussing a proposal for increased labor 
rates. After listening to Barney for a while, nodding his 
head and agreeing with him, Si interrupted him and said, 
"Barney, I got a letter from the boy Saturday. He's still 
at the academy in Rome. The scholarship is all gone but 
he's decided to stay. I don't know what I'm going to do 
with him. He's turning into a real bum." 
"I think you've got it all l'lrong Si. Just give 
him a little time and he'll come around. He's still young 
yet. He'll forget all about his art business as soon as he 
grows up. Just give him time. You know he's a Shekmar. 
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That ought to be enough. He'll come around when he grows up." 
Si was tempted to tell him to mind his own business, 
to bring up his son and let him worry about his own, but he 
squelched the desire to and went on with his plan. He had 
to be just off hand enough so that Barney wouldn't suspect 
exactly how deliberate he was being. "Oh, I broke eighty 
Saturday afternoon at the club. You should have seen my 
irons. Stopped using my woods entirely and I cut ten strokes 
off my game. No more out of bounds, no more slicing. Just 
pop the ball down the middle and onto the greens." 
"What do you use off the tee?" 
"My two iron, might not go so far as the driver, 
but at least the god damn ball stays on the fairway. I told 
the pro to but me a driving iron. Not even going to bother 
carrying the woods. Just a nuisance for nothing." He had 
his interest now. He knew he could keep him coming at just 
64. 
the right speed. 
"I don't know. Seems to me as if you ought to play 
with all the clubs they make," Barney said, "That's the only 
right way to play. After all, if you were supposed to play 
with just irons they wouldn't make the woods. No sir, you've 
got to play with all the clubs if you want to play golf." 
"I suppose you're right," Si answered. In the win-
ter it was skiing without safety bindings and during the golf 
season it was using all the clubs in the bag. He could prac-
tically make a record of it by now. This was unimportant, 
just a way to get to him. "Say, do you know who I saw play-
ing yesterday?" 
"No, who?" 
"Well, we were on the fourth tee over at Sunnydale. 
You know, the place just in back of the tenth green and off 
to the right, when somebody hits a ball which lands ne xt to 
the bench. You'll never guess who hit it. Your brother-in-
law, Jacob. He was playing around with Steve Relnick. They 
must have tee'd off at six to be playing the tenth by nine 
thirty, or to tee off as a twosome on a Sunday morning. I 
didn't know they were such great buddies, but Selma tells me 
they see a lot of each other. Steve's wife told her that 
the four of them were going to go to the Islands for a 
couple of weeks. Not a bad vacation." As he spoke, he had 
watched Barney's eyes carfully. He had to stop at just the 
right point. Just far enough to get Barney thinking about 
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both Steve and Jacob. Just far enough for Barney to link the 
two of them in his own mind. 
"They'll like the Islands," Barney said. "Silvia 
and I were planning to go one of these days." 
He knew he had him. It was the "theyu that tied 
the two of them together. No he would'nt have to do anything 
but strengthen the bond that had developed. Barney would 
make the greatest effort from this point. A little fuel 
would be enough to feed the flicker of doubt which had just 
sprung to life. An insinuation here, a word there, was all it 
would take. Si knew he wouldn't lose. Besides, he thought, 
as he watched his brother pretend to busy himself with the 
papers in front of him-pretend because Si knew that Barney 
was already mulling over the connection between Jacob and 
Steve and that once he had started to, he wouldn't stop until 
he had ripped it open and bleeding, bulldog that he was-be-
sides, he was sure that when Barney let Jacob know that he was 
under inspection, Jacob, in his anger, would help to tear it 
apart. Pride, that -vras Jacob's weakness, that's what would 
destroy him. And once he had gotten rid of Jacob, and now he 
knew he would, he could have a free hand. There would be no 
one for Barney to turn to but him. He smiled when he left 
Barney's office and looked at his watch. There was still 
enough time for eighteen holes if he hurried. 
Now, in the office, Si finally found the informa-
tion he had been searching for. Tuc~ed snugly in the bottom 
drawer of the filing cabinet was a folder with Bernie's name 
printed across it. Bringing it over to the desk, Si spread 
it open and began to scan the papers. He found what he was 
looking for right away, and swore softly when he read it. 
Barney hadn't given him any more shares. He had expected at 
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least enough to bring him to a one third ownership. Instead, 
Barney had given everything to Silvia and the boy. How could 
he have done it, Si thought, and thumbed through the rest of 
the papers. He only had a ten percent voting interest, he had 
expected that Barney would increase it. He was sure that 
Barney didn't feel that Bernie was ready to take over. The 
boy wasn't. He couldn't be: Besides, he thought, he doesn't 
like me. Briefly he wondered how his brother could have done 
this to him. Then it dawned on him that Barney never suspect-
ed that the two of them, his brother and his son, didn't get 
along. Barney wouldn't even be able to comprehend that they 
hadn't been the best of friends. "It wouldn't have fit in 
with his picture of things," Si said outloud, his voice con-
-temptuans and angry at being cheated by his own brother's 
limitations. Perhaps there was a slim chance that he might 
reach Bernie. If he was shrewd enough he might get to him. 
Try as he ~rould, Si ~ras unable to discover any reason for the 
boy disliking him. Ever since Bernie had been a baby he had 
brought him things. Balloons. He always used to bring him 
balloons. In his vest pocket, his cuffs, hidden under his 
collar or beneath his belt, tucked into his change pocket or 
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folded into his watch case; red ones, blue ones, balloons 
which had clowns painted on them or airplanes or ships, white 
balloons and green ones, millions of balloons he had brought 
the boy and it hadn't done any good. He remembered how 
Bernie used to scramble over him, searching for the last 
balloon, "Just one more, Uncle Si, I kno1<r you have just one 
more." And he would always find the last one. What had 
happened? How had he lost him? Si sat down in Barney's 
chair, perplexed and curious. He had tried to be so careful 
to win Bernie. For a while he had even neglected his own 
son in order that he might win his nephew and he had thought 
he had. But then, almost as suddenly as a cloud sweeps in 
from the sea or mountains and dumps buckets of water so 
quickly that the ground can't drink it in, he had lost the 
boy. Could he get him back? Actually, he thought, looking 
around the office that might have been his and that still 
would be if he were shrewd enough, actually he had stopped 
trying for the boy when the business with Steve and Jacob 
bad freed some of the voting stock. That was the stock he 
had expected. Jacob's and Steve's. He hadn't pushed Barney 
for it because he had thought that he would give it to him 
when the proper time came. There hadn't been anybody else. 
He hadn't counted on Barney dying. At least not before he 
had given him the stock and he was annoyed with himself for 
not having considered the possibility and not having pushed 
Barney for the stock. He could have had it then, he could 
have had anything v1hile Barney was alive. Now he would have 
to scramble. 
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Plan, that was lvha t he had to do now. Somehow he 
had to find a way that would work out for him; somehow he had 
to work out something which would be impossible for Bernie to 
handle, something with which the boy couldn't quite cope. 
Then, he had it. As soon as the thought had occured to him, 
he knew it was a brilliant one. So simple, he thought, so 
simple. Unions, why there must be five of them that want 
this shop. He had kept them out, well he would let them in. 
But not all the way. Just enough to stir up trouble and then 
by paying off the right people and using his s ystem he could 
get rid of them. There wasn't the slightest chance that the 
boy could work it himself. And he would let him know, tell 
him straight away, that he was the only one who could stop 
the unions from moving in. Bernie vrouldn' t have a chance and 
he would have to pay for the s e rvice. Pay with a smile and 
a change of attitude. By letting the boy in on just enough 
he could make him alvare that as long as his Uncle Si was on 
the scene, as long as his dear father's brother was around 
and happy, nothing would go wrong. 
It was time to go. In an hour and a half the chapel 
would be filled with mourners. On his way out, he stopped by 
the switchboard and picking up the phone, dialed a number. 
"Good morning, Stalsky Memorial Chapel," came the 
voice from the phone, all polished and smooth, professionally 
non-committal. 
''Let me speak to Mr. Stalsky, Si Shekmar. 11 
11Hold the line, Mr. Shekmar. 11 
After a brief pause, Si heard his friend Joe pick 
up the phone. "Hi, Si," he said. "r..rhat can I do for you ?11 
"Nothing Joe, just checking to make sure that 
everything is all right for this afternoon. Don't want any-
thing to go wrong. Have you taken care of everything?" 
"Look, Si boy , you told me to take care of things. 
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I've been in business for fifteen years now. I ought to 
know what I'm doing. Don't worry, you told me to take care 
of all the arrangements and believe me he's going to be 
buried in style. Almost had a little trouble fitting him in, 
but I moved up another ceremony to give you the time. It'll 
go like a breeze. I even got the rabbi you wanted. Every-
is all set. O.K. ?" 
"Sure Joe. O.K •• Thanks a lot for taking care . of 
all this for me. Say, I won't be able to play with you this 
week, but you can count on me for next. \!fouldn' t look right. 
Have a good game though." 
"I'll see you later Si, so long." The click of the 
receiver being hung up at the other end was sharp. Good 
golfer that Joe, damn good golfer, thought Si. He hurried 
through the office, went into Barney's room and put every-
thing in place. He would have to hurry home to get dressed 
in time. 
Chapter V 
Jacob felt pulled between two poles as though he 
were a piece of metal exposed to a giant magnet on each end. 
I should go, he thought, but I don't want to. Not sorry, 
just not sorry and that's all there is to it. He bundled 
the robe tightly about him and walked away from the phone. 
Dimly aware that he was cold he shuffled over to the thermo-
stat on the wall near the stairs and thumbed the control un-
til he heard the system in the cellar rumble into action. 
At first his bulbous fingers and round face made him look 
fat, but then, when he stood up, his thin profile denied 
any excess weight. Coronary, he thought, I wonder if it 
was much different than mine. Anxiously he pinched the 
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flesh around the belt of the robe. Have to watch the weight, 
he thought, satisfied that he was still slim. Barney never 
watched himself. Nope, always told him to watch out; 
wouldn't listen. Stubborn fool. Me too. 
Slowly, taking each step as if he were thinking 
about what to do next, he climbed the stairs to the second 
floor and padded into his room. There, stretched and 
crumpled on the bed, sleeping, lay his wife Clara. He tried 
to be careful as he dressed but she heard him and opened her 
eyes. 
"What time is it?" she croaked, her voice full of 
sleep. 
"Eight thirty, go back to sleep." She turned 
around, pulling the covers up over her head and stiffening 
her body in an elongated stretch, fell asleep, rigid. 
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No sense in telling her now, he thought, got to de-
cide by myself. After he had pulled on his trousers he went 
over to the bureau and removed a shirt, a pair of socks and 
a tie, and closing the bedroom door behind him, crossed the 
corridor to the bathroom. Before he got to the bathroom, he 
peeked into his daughter Shelly's room. Still asleep. Lazy 
family, he thought. Bernie too, can sleep forever if you 
give him the chance. It had been too long, he thought, since 
he had seen his godson. Five years. At first, they had 
written one another. "That was strange," Jacob continued 
outloud to the mirror, "imagine people in the same city writ-
ing letters. When Bernie had gone to school I'd intended to 
visit him but for one reason or another I never had. Bernie 
came home and we stopped writing." There hadn't been any-
thing more to say and besides, you don't have to write, or 
even see each other to continue, Jacob thought. He wondered 
if he were right. It couldn't have all drifted into fog; 
not so many years. Almost like a son, he thought, as he 
stropped the razor against the belt suspended from the sink 
by a brass hook which he never forgot to keep shined. Maybe 
I should have had a son. Three daughters, who wants four? 
Not worth the chance. Thank God two are married and in some-
else's hair. Too complicated. Smiling, he glanced at the 
toothbrush holder. Five brushes, he t hought, that's nice. 
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I hope Shelley won't be married too soon. It'll seem like a 
morgue around here. Have to sell the house. Maybe, we'll 
move to the country. I wonder how many razors Gille t te makes 
in a day; how many blades? No wonder they sell the razors so 
cheaply, they've got you then. His own blade, his father's 
before him, scratched slightly as he edged it into the cleft 
of his chin. As usual he nicked himself and he swore when 
he applied the little green stick which made his face burn 
but stopped the bleeding. How the y stay in business, he 
asked himself about the makers of the little green stick; 
here I use the stuff everyday and this is the second stick 
I've had since I've been married. Stuck with it. Twenty 
three years. Barney and Silvia twenty five. Ouch, stings 
like hell. That had always been easy to remember. Their 
anniversaries were on the same day. Clara had thought it 
would be nice to get married on Jacob's sister's wedding 
day. Sticky stick. Besides, he remembered she had said, 
March first is an appropriate day, she had thrown him an ex-
aggerated wink and said, "In like a lion if you knov-r 1..,rhat I 
mean." A warm flush floated through his groin and he stop-
ped shaving momentarily. She's still good. 
After he had slapped some aftershave lotion onto 
his face and dragged a comb through his sparse hair, he el-
bowed his way into the starched shirt. He liked the crisp-
ness of a fresh shirt and he wore one every day. Smells 
nice and feels right and there's no reason why a man should 
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deny himself that little pleasure. Hate funerals, he thought, 
worst things in the world. No sense in spending all that 
money. 
Dressed, he 1..ralked downstairs and entered the kit-
chen. Fried egg s this morning; his mouth watered slightly, 
souring the pepsin taste of the toothpaste. In a corner of 
the kitchen was an icebox and he removed eggs, milk, butter 
and a container of orange juice. Neatly, automatically , he 
set the table and began to fry his eggs on the stove. And as 
they crackled on the stove and the smell of the fry ing butter 
wafted up to him, brown and sweet, he thought about the funer-
al. He didn't want to go. It seemed to him that he shouldn't 
go, yet, then again, he might. But not for him, he thought, 
not for him at all, but because it would be easier for Silvia 
if he went and, perhaps, even easier for Bernie. 
There isn't any real reason not to go. After all 
it's for her and that's what's important. Si'll be there too. 
Bastard, must be dancing now. Probably a farendella, della-
della, Barney probably left him a good chunk. That didn't 
matter though, as long as he took care of Silvia and Bernie. 
A man's got to provide. Anyway, Si will get his, he always 
has and he always will. Swill among the grave. 
His heart started to pound and he checked himself by 
concentrating on the eggs. 
slid easily onto the plate. 
Their edges, curled and brown, 
On the table shone a toaster and 
he dumped two slices of bread into its slots and pressed the 
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handle down. He watched as the bread disappeared. 
Sort of like a coffin, he thought, except you can't 
pop up when you're done. I wonder if Barney died thin..ldng 
that I had screwed him in that bit with Steve. Probably, Si 
never lets up. Besides, Barney never could change a second 
time. Too proud. Me too. Never should have gone to work 
for my sister's husband in the first place. Not for a guy 
like Barney, anybody else maybe. Not Barney. Too complicated. 
With a click, the toast popped up and he gingerly removed the 
hot pieces of bread and placed them on the plate beside the 
half eaten eggs. He didn't like the way fried egg s looked 
when they began to cool and couldn't finish eating them this 
morning . Finally, after he had finished the toast and washed 
it down with some milk, he lit a cigarette and pushed away 
from the table. With bra or three quick puffs he g round the 
remaining cigarette into an ashtray. Only permitted a few 
puffs a day . 
All thing s in moderation. Wish I had known that a 
few years ago. Barney too. Neither one of us got moderate 
until it was too late. He probably never did. Stupid t hat 
way. Ten years ago could have had a fortune from the govern-
ment. So god damn honest never took advantage of it. They 
had had a cancellation of a contract and Barney had known 
about it early enough to save the government the embarrass-
ment of having to pay for a load of raw mate rial that never 
wou ld be used. 1.nJ'hen I told him to buy as much of the stuff 
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as possible he had said that it wouldn't be honest. It 
wouldn't have been dishonest either. Could have made a pile 
on it by selling it to ourselves as scrap and using it in our 
commercial business. Nothing wrong. Idiot had been so hon-
est that he didn't take advantage of a good thing when he saw 
it. Still, Jacob thought, the plant ended up O.K. Knew his 
stuff. The time he helped me to design a better machine than 
I ever could have done alone. When we had raced to see who 
could design a better stitching machine. And then after we 
had finished our own designs, we had combined the work. Best 
damn machine in the plant. That had been in the good times. 
Before old Si got working. Well, it was all gone by the 
board now. 
It had been a horrible time soon after. 
I never should have stayed friendly with Steve. 
I suppose 
Might have 
saved it all. Good friend Steve, as long as he doesn't want 
anything you've got. Funny though, after I left the plant 
didn't see as much of him. Didn't want to. I wonder why. 
Friendship an empty boat at best. Two years stay friendly 
with a man after you know he's been a crook. Doesn't make 
sense. Barney misread that one. Probably Si. He'd been 
pretty clever all right, never would have been caught if it 
hadn't been for my finding the old price lists. Barney for-
got that I had found the stuff. And I couldn't tell him. 
I wonder if Steve ever did know. Probably not. Wouldn't 
have stayed friends after he got the can. He was really sharp 
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about that deal though. Just luck. Barney used to tell me 
what a clever guy Steve was. How Steve had gotten the job as 
head usher at the Garden and used to sell jobs to the other 
guys. Used to let Barney work for nothing, though. They had 
worked together too. Steve had always picked up an extra 
buck by letting the people in the rear buy an empty seat up 
front after the first half hour. Not Barney. Thought it was 
crooked. Guess it was. But not really. Barney should have 
known that Steve would steal from him. Told me once that 
Steve would steal his grandmother's teeth and sell them before 
he would take money from his best friend. Trust is a good 
thing until you have to depend. Never can depend. Then when 
it happened, Barney went the other way. Nobody was any good. 
Except old Si; that son of a bitch. It really began there. 
It was like somebody had dumped a chicken in a moving fan, 
noise, confusion and death. Jacob remembered the interview 
that Barney had had with Steve, Hagar and himself. That's 
when it started, all right, he thought. The beginning like a 
small mountain stream. Flowing, beginning, raining, drowning, 
dying. 
He caught himself up short. Exactly where was the 
beginning? Maybe when I first went to work for Barney; maybe 
when my sister married him. Maybe anytime at all. But what 
did it really matter? 
He wondered how Silvia was taking it. They didn't 
see each other very much anymore; not since he had left. 
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Sometimes they met in town and had lunch together or else 
just met for an afternoon drink in the Statler Lounge. They 
never had much to say anymore and he was usually so depressed 
by these meetings that they had become increasingly in-
frequent in the past few years. She hadn't pressed him and, 
after a while, he convinced himself that she preferred it 
this way. They had been brought up together. The other 
children had been five years older than Silvia and seven 
years older than Jacob so they both had been babies of the 
family. Silvia had been a brat, he remembered~ He chuckled 
when he thought of the business she used to pull with the 
bagels on Saturday morning. Bagels were a delicacy to be 
enjoyed once a week. At six every Saturday morning the bagel-
man delivered a string of thirteen bagels, leaving them in a 
brown paper bag against the door. Thirteen meant that there 
were two for each, with one extra left over. Silvia always 
got it. Sometimes she hid downstairs, just waiting for the 
thump of the bag before she opened the door and snatched the 
package. Sometimes she would run down the stairs, tripping 
over her pajamas when she heard the delivery man. Always, 
she got there first. Later in the morning, Jacob remembered, 
they would all sit around the breakfast table drinking coffee 
and waiting for mother to finish making the cream cheese with 
chives in it. Silvia would be in charge of the bagels and 
she would dole them out, two to a person, and place the re-
maining bagel on the table. No one ever touched the odd 
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bagel. It just sat there, almost forsaken, until Silvia was 
ready to eat it. "Anybody want this bagel? 11 she would ask. 
Once Jacob had said that he wanted it. "You do?" Silvia had 
asked incredulously. "Yes, what's wrong with it?" He had 
never understood why nobody took the bagel and he was bound 
to find out. "Nothing, only I licked it already; see the 
teeth marks." She showed him and although he hadn't recog-
nized the imprint as hers, he took her word. 
Ach, what a crazy thing to remember, Jacob thought 
and moved out of the kitchen to the living room. Another 
time he had told her he needed $50 for a girl who he had got-
ten in trouble. He had lied. And . she had almost screwed 
things up by suggesting a doctor whom she knew could take 
care of the girl and insisting that she would take the girl 
there herself. Billy sister lovingly warm to help. Jacob 
had been worried that she wouldn't give him the money for 
what he had really wanted it. Silvia never had thought much 
of clothes, or at least paying a lot for them, ·. he thought, 
she never would have given me the money for the suit. 
That had been the most beautiful thing I ever owned. 
He remembered the tailor fitting the silk to his body and ex-
claiming, "Mr. Gordon, you're made to wear such a fine cloth. 
Not all men can wear it, you know." His stomach had warmed 
all delicious when he heard the old man say this and he had 
decided that he had to have the silk suit. She just wouldn't 
have understood, so he had to make up a lie which she would 
understand. Never borrowed from her again. Except the tui-
tion. Never paid Barney back except by giving him his mon-
ey's worth on the job; that's all a man ought to do. 
Jacob remembered a meeting they had, all of the 
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plant management. Barney had needed some money for new ma-
chines and equipment and he had asked them all if they could 
raise some money on their life insurance polocies or their 
homes. That had been nerve, Jacob thought. God damn Si had, 
of course, said he'd get some cash for Barney, but that hadn't 
been enough. Barney had grown angry and told them all that 
he was going to cut their salary down to where it should be. 
Jacob remembered how he had stood up and said, "I, for one, 
feel that I 1 ve earned every penny. 11 Too righteous, he thought, 
too righteous then. Barney hadn't said anything, only his 
lips had tightened, and Jacob, hardly caring, had walked out 
of the office. 
Maybe he never should have said anything at all. 
None of the others did. None but Si. It would be easier, he 
thought, to go to the funeral if only Si wasn't going to be 
there. Jacob felt his wrist, counting the pulse beats. Ever 
since his attack he had been cautious about excitement and 
made an effort to restrain himself. Whenever he thought 
about Si though, his heart started pounding like a congo drum. 
It was all Si's fault. That and Barney's stubbornness. But 
that smiling Si, he sucked his way in all right, and there 
wasn't anything to do about it. Just as if he were a grub 
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worm turning a solid piece of lumber soft; that's what that 
guy is. Wonder if Barney ever found out about Scanzelli, the 
trucker2 That had been a good one. Bernie found it. None of 
them, neither Bernie nor his dad, saw fit to find out why we 
were using Scanzelli. Wouldn't have done any good if I had 
said something to them. Barney knew how much I hated Si. 
Would have asked that smiling bastard into the office, told 
him what I had said and they would have had a good laugh 
about it when Si said I was crazy. Funny though, that Bernie 
never found out. Guess he didn't go far enough. Still I 
don't know how in hell they canned Soda Boyer so easily, un-
less old Si paid him off and got him another job. Don't know 
if he'd bother though. Barney never believed Boyer over Si. 
Wish I had a son like Bernie, or anyone. Man needs more than 
daughters somehow. How he's grown up now, an awful lot like 
his father. Hope he's not so damn pigheaded. I wonder if he 
thinks of me at all? I suppose not, but it could be the same. 
I wish it were. Time was when I was closer to him than Barney. 
Used to wrestle with him. Couldn't do that now. Barney was 
too busy. A martyr. Never really trusted anyone with the 
work. Always had to do it himself. Got in trouble when the 
plant grew, though. That's how old Steve managed with Cosmo 
and Si with Scanzelli. Barney never thought a man needed 
more than mone y to keep him happy on the job; only trouble 
with that is, some people are greedy and others like working 
where there's some responsibility. He did everything from 
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designing shoes to arranging the office. Killed himself cer-
tainly, surely. Wonder what's going to happen now? Bernie 
doesn't know enough; Si sure in hell doesn't. Nobody does. 
He wouldn't let them learn. 
He looked at his watch and seeing that it was ten 
already, yelled upstairs for the family to wake up and get out 
of bed. Shelly slammed her door and he heard no sound from 
his room, so he yelled again. This time he was answered by 
Clara's croaking voice, in exact duplication of the first 
time he had waked her t his morning. "Ten" he ansvrered, and 
then said, "I'm going to get a paper, be back soon." 
Once he was outside and had sniffed the air, like a 
retriever going for a scent, Jacob turned away from his house 
and walked slowly away from it. He never hurried anymore. 
When he was younger he had been a hustler. He had a home, 
two cars, and belonged to a club, to prove he could move. 
Whenever Barney had done something he had matched him and 
Barney had made it easier for him by giving him a good sal-
ary. Not that Jacob vrasn' t a good engineer. Since he had 
left Barney, Jacob had been a consultant for several firms 
and had been doing very well. It was just that Barney had 
treated him well. Jacob was sure though, that he had earned 
his pay; he didn't want to take something for nothing and he 
wouldn't. 
Fifteen minutes later, he returned to the house and 
was pleasantly surprised to find Clara, wrapped in the silk 
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housecoat he had bought for her on their last anniversary, 
puttering around in the kitchen and getting breakfast for 
herself and the girl. He smacked her wetly with his lips in 
saying hello and for the first time noticed the darkness 
which filled her face. "Bernie called," she said, "he wanted 
to know if you were going to the funeral·. I told him that I 
didn't know when you would be back or if you intended to go. 
Are you ? 11 
"I don't know yet, I've been thinking about it." 
From the way she had asked him he knev1 that she wanted him to 
go. She hadn't understood why he couldn't say it right out. 
Everything had to be resolved before you could choose, he 
thought. Everything had to be checked out so that there 
weren't any loose ends. \lfomen never understand that sort of 
thing, not even Clara, who seemed to understand almost every-
thing. He had to weigh the past carefully, carefully even to 
the year after he had come to work for Barnay. 
He hadn't been much younger than Barney, neverthe-
less he had idolized him as a younger brother would. He 
would sit in his office and discuss solutions to problems 
that they were having in the plant and just wait for a word 
of praise from Barney as a puppy -vmits for a pat on the head. 
In fact, during that time, he would have been happy with 
little more than praise. Lunch hours he waited for Barney 
to finish up t he papers on his desk and to come out for lunch; 
every day of the first year he had eaten lunch with him and 
it was only later, when Barney had begun to have dates for 
lunch with business associates, that the practice had been 
dropped. Barney had liked to ski and Jacob had learned to 
ski; when Barney took up gardening, so did Jacob. 
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One afternoon, during the middle of winter, they 
had been sitting and talking about a new machine for stitch-
ing the soles of children's shoes when Barney mentioned that 
he was going to drive up to Sunapee the next day to do a 
little skiing. Several times before, they had gone up to New 
Hampshire together so Jacob had waited for Barney to invite 
him along. When it became apparent that Barney had no inten-
tion of asking him, Jacob said, "Say, I'd be glad to go alqng 
with you. Haven't got much to do tomorrow. I'll take my ear 
if you like." 
Barney went on talking as if he hadn't heard him 
and then added in an offhand way, "Oh no, I'm sorry but I've 
already made other plans. Going up withAl Crack from Bully 
Rubber. Nice guy. Taking his car." Then, as if there were 
nothing more to say about it, he had continued to talk about 
the stitching machine. 
Only half hearing the discussion about the machine, 
Jacob had sat in the leather chair opposite Barney, across 
a large desk from him and just stared, nodding his head when-
ever Barney looked up. Hurt that Barney hadn't asked him to 
come along, he wanted to say something stinging, something 
that would get back at his sister's husband for not inviting 
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him; but he didn't know what. There didn't seem to be any-
he could say that would ease the pain. He knew he shouldn't 
feel as he did. It was just that he wanted to go along, he 
wanted to be with Barney and Barney hadn't invited him. It 
was as simple as that, he thought. Well maybe he just didn't 
think of it, maybe Barney didn't realize that he wanted to go. 
He cleared his throat and interrupted Barney, "I think I'm 
going up too. Like to get in a little skiing before the snow 
starts to melt. Hear they got an inch of powder up there. 
Should be good." There, he had said it. If Barney didn't 
know that he wanted to go with him, he was just plain stupid. 
He waited. Barney looked up at him. 
uWell, maybe we'll see you up there." He glanced 
back to the papers in front of him. 
"Why don't we go up together?" He 1-Tished he hadn't 
said that. 
"Oh for Christ's sake, stop being such a pest. I'm 
going up with somebody else. Didn't you understand? I've 
got other plans and that's that. Now look, about this stitch-
ing machine. I don't think that the base is 1-ride enough." 
uYes it is.u Jacob snapped. Anger had crept into 
his voice. Why shouldn't he go skiing with Barney and some-
one else. Did he have leprosy. Pest. That word made him 
furious. It was for kids. Besides what the hell did Barney 
know about the base. 
"What are you getting so hot under the collar for? 
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I just don't think the base is big enough. If you want to 
accomodate a bigger capacity during the next few years it'll 
be easier to have a larger base now than to add it on later," 
Barney said, half annoyed and half incredulous that so much 
could be made out of so little. 
Jacob knew he was right. He always was, he thought. 
On his forehead, just above his eyes, he could feel a drop of 
sweat gathering and he wiped at it with his hand to keep it 
from falling. "I think the base ·is big enough as it is," he 
heard himself argue, knowing that he didn't give a damn about 
the machine at this moment and that he wasn't even arguing 
about it. Behind the desk, Barney scowled at him; he knows 
too, Jacob thought. 
"Look, this is ridiculous," Barney growled, his 
square face furrowed like some ancient god. "If you think I'm 
going to waste any more o·f my time arguing with you over some-
thing as stupid as this, you're crazy. Give me one good rea- . 
son why you shouldn't extend the base or else build it the 
way I want." He glared aj:. Jacob, impatiently drumming his fin-
gers on the desk top. 
In an effort to collect his thought, Jacob just 
stared back, unable to say anything. He wanted to retreat 
but he wasn't sure of how to do it. Finally he blurted out, 
"Well, I guess you're right. I'll put a larger base on it." 
Standing, he leaned over the desk and removed the plans for 
the machine from Barney's desk and he could smell the odor of 
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cigars which hung about Barney. Terrible smell, he thought 
and he hurried out of the office with the plans under his arm. 
After he got to the room where he worked and had 
dumped the papers onto the large table which served as a draw-
ing board for him, he sat down and tried to reevaluate what 
had happened. Confused and angry, he began to break off bits 
of a rubber eraser and bounce them against the wall. Some 
scattered in odd directions, but every now and then, one 
would spring back at him. Pest, that was the word he couldn't 
get over. Barney had actually called him a pest. And he had 
ordered him for the first time since they had worked together. 
Jacob didn't like the idea of taking an order from .anybody, 
let alone a friend, let alone a brother-in-law. In a sense, 
he had never thought of Barney as his boss before this day 
and the thought disturbed him so that he wondered if he should 
quit. · No, that would really be stupid, like cutting off his 
own nose to spite his face. He had wanted to be in this bus-
iness ever since his sister had married Barney. In engineer-
ing school he had taken only courses that were required and 
courses which would help him in Barney's business. Besides, 
he thought as he calmed down, Barney was an easy boss to work 
for and he paid him well. In the future he just wouldn't be 
as friendly as before. 
Jacob looked up at Clara from the chair in which he 
had sat and said, "Look Clara, you can't rush into things 
like this. Something lik a funeral means something. 11 
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"It's your . pride," she snapped back. Her face had 
become twisted in the morning light and suddenly she seemed 
old to him. He felt his chin and rubbed his forefinger over 
a patch of beard that he had missed so that it seemed to 
scratch loudly. She wouldn't even understand, he thought, 
even if I told her about the time so far back that it hurts 
to remember so accurately. After all these years she didn't 
feel with him. Panic drifted through him as he struggled 
with himself to keep control. Old woman, he wanted to shout, 
old hag, how do you know anything at all. But he didn't. 
Instead he just sat there and waited for his pumping heart 
to slow do~<rn. How like a woman to complicate things when 
they already were too mixed up for him to be able to arrive 
at an answer. Logically, that's bow I've got to think this 
thing through. From beginning to end. One, two, three, and 
decide. She had turned her back to him and continued to work 
at the sink. He watched as the melon buttocks outlined 
against the sheer silk and sensed the logic slip from him as 
if it were material and too thick to hold. But he couldn't 
let it go like that, it was too important, it couldn't just 
pass away from him and his mind felt again the pull of the 
magnet which threatened to destroy him. 
He heard the phone ringing and picking it up answer-
ed, "Hello." No immediate answer so he repeated himself, 
"Hello, who's this ? 11 
"Uncle Jacob, it's Bernie." 
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He answered and he knew that his answer would be 
soft because, somewhere, deep inside of him, he had prac-
tised what he would say and how he would have to say it. 
"Look Uncle Jacob, could you come to the funeral? 
Mother says she needs you." 
Inside ~~himself he felt that a part of him had 
' ', 
\ gone to ember, pure / shining, and he looked at his wife who 
had faced him, and h? heard his sister call from deep within 
) i 
the moving part of him which had given the other answer and 
he felt his son, no it was his godson, asking him and he 
understood that somehow the loose ends couldn't be con-
sidered. 
"Bernie, I'll be there. What time do you want me 
to come? I'll pick you both up." 
Chapter VI 
Steve Relnick dropped the paper onto the table. 
Barney's dead, he thought, good riddance. It must be five 
years since I've seen him, or more, and now he's actually 
dead. I've come close to winning. Yes I did. Outlasted 
him and lived to throw earth on his grave. I wonder if he 
knew how I made it since I split from him? Probably. It 
must have eaten him up, because he knew. He had to know 
that he gave me all the cash to begin it with. Even when 
be said goodbye he had forced himself to settle it evenly, 
smoothly. He lost though, because he never bothered to 
figure how much I got from Cosmo. Three grand he gave me 
for the stock he held in my name. And if he had refused I 
wouldn't have been able to argue with him. But he had to 
end it so that the parts would fit. 
He looked around the office, thinking that he had 
himself a comfortable arrangement. Maybe he did work a 
little more than before, but at least it was for himself. 
Hung on the wall was a picture of Robin, his son, who wore 
a basketball uniform and held a ball as if he were about to 
shoot, his eyes riveted on some unseen backboard. He was 
going to see the boy play today and he had been searching 
for Robin's name in the paper when he discovered the article 
about Barney's death. The obits were listed on the back of 
the first sports page and when he snipped out the lineup to 
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paste into his scrap book of clippings about Robin and his 
team, he saw it. He would have found it anyway, he thought, 
because every afternoon he scanned the obituaries to see 
whether or not any clients had died. It was good business 
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to send a sympathy card because then it was easier to make 
the next call. Like greasing a lock. That way, he thought, 
they started with a thank-you and all he had to do was to re-
peat how sorry he was and how unfortunate that someone so 
full of life had to die. It always seemed to set well. He 
had learned a lot from Barney. No doubt about that. Ever 
since they had been kids he had managed to get something from 
being with Barney. And after awhile it seemed as if that was 
what Shekmar was made for. 
Once, he remembered, he walked into Barney's office 
and handed him a list he had prepared the day before. Item 
by item he had listed his expenses for the year and showed 
it was impossible to live on the salary Barney paid him. And 
it had worked all right. Good old Barney had looked up, nice 
as you please, and asked him how much he needed and he hadn't 
even winced when he said a fifteen percent increase. Not a 
blink! And when they had been younger it was always the same 
thing. He used to get money from Barney for uniforms for 
their ball club or for dates. "A bunch of us are chipping in, 
Barn." 
That was all it ever took. And the sucker had 
never, not once, asked how much the others were giving. It 
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was incredible that such a smart cookie could be so dumb about 
certain things. And now he was dead. What a joke it would be 
if I showed up at the chapel. Staring faces, half moons of 
surprise would greet him. First of all would be Si~ He was 
easy to predict. At least as far as what he would look like. 
Outwardly disapproving, but also as if he were saying, "It's 
all right you've come to pay your last respects for a great 
man to whom you did dirt but at least, in the end, you've 
seen the error of your harsh way." But underneath the sancti-
mony, the understanding, would be something else. And no one 
would ever know exactly what it was except Si. Steve knew 
part of it would be irony and part of it woul'd be asking what 
in hell do you expect to get out of the deal? And it would 
be a challenge because Si would be scheming to make positive 
no one's gain, no one, that is, but his own. Old Si, he 
knows, yes sir, he really knows how to take care of number 
one. A good man Si is, a good man. 
Then there would be Bernie. He would hardly be-
lieve that I was there. Thin faced, staring disbelief. 
"'What are you doing here?" the boy would 1t1ant to say but, 
instead, his bony hand would jut from his body and he'd say 
"So nice of you to come, Uncle Steve." Yes, he probably 
would still call me uncle, even knowing all about the bus-
iness with Cosmo. What else could he call me, Steve thought. 
That was always a problem. I'm not really a relative, but 
I'm his father's age and I was around all the time, or at 
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least have been. He couldn't call me Mr. Relnick and he 
couldn't call me Steve, so he had to say uncle. Robin too, 
called Barney "Uncle Barney," stuttering over the "B" every 
time he tried in his special idiot way. Someday I'll have to 
take that kid to one of those therapist people to cure it. 
If he ever wants to come into the business with me, he'll 
have to stop. It embarrasses the hell out of the customers. 
Bernie and Robin! What a duo. But Robin stayed back two 
years in school and Bernie had, someplace along the line, 
gained two years. Too brainy that kid, never played a sport 
well in his life. At least Robin had that over him. And the 
way Bernie moves, all awkward and loose as if he were knotted 
up together into a pile of half tied bones and loose muscles. 
Christ I even move better than he does. Barney never ad-
mitted it but it must have bothered him some that his son was 
no athlete. Barney sure was, football and baseball clubs, 
and then skiing and golf when he got older. Not once did 
Bernie ever go with him. Robin and I though, we're a differ-
ent story, a real team. Yes sir, he can move that basket-
ball. No wonder though, after all the hours training I gave 
him. Time after time passing, shooting. Had to belt him 
around a little, but no harm done. Did him a favor. 
Silvia's face hopelessly squirreled. Stranger, 
more distant than possible. And it had happened in the last 
five years because before she had never been twisted. Now 
they say she doesn't recognize most people. Certainly not 
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me. I pray not me. I wonder how a woman goes bad like that? 
Must have been something to do with her childhood. They say 
it always does. Maybe she never was one hundred percent, 
with the way she hated bugs and small animals like she did. 
The time when she had gone on a picnic with the rest of the 
plant and had begun to quiver all over like a palsied belly 
dancer. And all because of a spider that had fallen onto the 
tablecloth. Christ, I hate spiders, but not that much. All 
you have to do is to snap them with your fingers and they 
die, besides they can't harm you. But at least then she knew 
what she was doing. Barney, did he even know she was sick? 
He was so blind that the whole town of Boston might have 
known, but he wouldn't. Like the time when everyone was 
talking about Bernie getting some chick in trouble and him 
not knowing about it. And if anyone had told him, he would 
have said he didn't believe it and would have called the man 
a liar. 
That's i'rhere Jacob screwed up with Barney. He 
shouldn't have bothered trying to keep Barney on his toes or 
to tell him anything he didn't want to hear. Particularly 
about Si. If he saw me at the funeral he would just do a 
double take and go on with his business. Fool should have 
dropped me w·hen he had the chance. "No one's going to tell 
me who I can be friendly with," he'd said. Well he paid for 
thinking he was free to do what he wanted. When you worked 
for old Barney you had to be careful to fit. He paid you · for 
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doing what he wanted and that's all there was to it. And 
there wasn't anything wrong with it, a job like any other 
job. But Jacob wanted to be his own man and worse, he in-
sisted. Si's just the opposite. Can't even hear that guy 
move he's so good. I screwed up but at least I got out of it 
with a bundle. Jacob got out with a coronary. He'll be 
there today, even though Barney almost killed him; he'll be 
there to take care of his sister. Just like she always took 
care of him with Barney. I wonder how she messed up at the 
end. Probably overdid it. But then, again, what could she 
do? 
Well anyway, none of them will see me there. I 
wouldn't go to see that funeral for anything in the world. 
I don't need anything from any of them and I won't be going. 
Besides, Robin will be dumping them in this afternoon at the 
arena. That's a lot more important than seeing them plant 
Barney. Makes you stop and think a bit though. He wasn't 
much older than I ••.•. but he wouldn't take it easy. Now he's 
got to. 
When he arrived, the arena was practically empty, 
just t he middle echoed coldly against the bare walls. From 
the hardwood floor Steve could hear the expert pounding of a 
ball being dribbled from one end of the court to the other 
and as he seated himself, he felt the old excitement begin to 
seep into him and to fill him up. His son would be out there 
playing ball soon. That's all that was important, his son, a 
95. 
varsity athlete. That was something, really something. Down 
below him he heard a boy hawking programs and he whistled for 
him to send one up. Professionally, he threw a quarter t~ 
the youngster whose hand punctured the silent air and plucked 
the coin in flight. Hand over hand, the program came to him 
and he thumbed through it until he came to the team rosters. 
There it was. His son's name. Glancing at the clock in the 
center of the arena he thought, soon, soon his own son would 
be out there. This is what he had trained him for. Ever 
since he'd been three and could hold a ball, he had drilled 
him and taught him how to play basketball and baseball. For 
some reason, one which he never understood, baseball never 
paid off. He had hated the boy for that and he had let Robin 
know that he better make the grade as a basketball player. 
It had happened; he developed into a fine ball handler and 
playmaker; Steve wished now that he had emphasized shooting 
a bit more because he. would like to see a few more points 
beside the boy's name. Probably help him get a little con-
fidence in himself. Now he's too unsure, afraid, failing me. 
That's why he stutters and stammers so much. The _stuttering 
made him furious, it taunted him, seemed to mock him and he 
tried to keep Robin from meeting his friends. \.Vhenever this 
was unavoidable, he would watch the boy struggle to stammer 
out a hello and clap him on the shoulders and comment, "Kid's 
just nervous about the game." Or if it was in the off sea-
son, 11 Kid 1 s just nervous about meeting new people. 11 When 
they were alone, he would warn Robin to keep his mouth shut 
or else to learn to talk correctly. Never did any good 
though, needs a therapist. His thoughts about his son were 
cut by a whistle from below and he watched the two teams 
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swarm off the court. For a moment the floor was empty, and 
like a stage which is empty, it seemed grotesque and mysteri-
ous to Steve. Things need life, he thought. Soon another 
group of boys flooded the shiny floor and he struggled to 
pick out his own boy. But it was difficult. His eyes needed 
glasses and he didn't want to admit that he had less than 
perfect vision. Besides, he could get along. Finally, after 
a little effort, his e yes focused enough for him to pick out 
the broad white numerals 11 22u, and he wished that he was with 
some friends so that he might tell them that this was his son. 
For a moment he considered telling the person next to him. 
That was the trouble rli th going to these games alone. No 
one to tell. 
Dressed in their prison striped shirts, the tvro 
referees ambled onto the floor and one of them, a stubby 
fellow with a sailor's gait, blew his whistle for the end of 
the warm-up. After the two teams had huddled together in a 
last minute pep talk, looking like an Indian war council, 
they took their positions on the court. Robin was playing 
left guard and Steve decided to risk it. "Go get him, son," 
he yelled. Several people turned around in their seats and 
craned their heads curiously at him. Let them look, what did 
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he care. Turn around and watch the game if you want to see 
something, he wanted to yell; but he didn't. Instead he 
buried his head in the program as though he were reading it. 
Unshaken by Steve's ostrich techniques, a man two seats down 
from him said, "Say mister, your son playing in this game?" 
"Sure is," Steve answered, lifting his head as 
though he were answering a challenge to do battle. 
"So's mine; say what's your kid's number and who's 
he playing for?" 
Steve answered him and was surprised to learn that 
the man's son was a teammate of Robin's. "W.hat a coincidence." 
He hoped that the fellow wasn't going to come over and sit 
beside him. That wouldn't be any good, he thought, us both 
talking about our kids. His boy's probably not as good as old 
Robin. He better do well, now he had to do well. He looked 
at his watch. The funeral would be on soon. Can't think 
about it, he said to himself. 
The two teams took their positions for the tap; the 
centers, tall and gangling, towered over the referee. The 
whistle tooted once more and the centers, less quivering, set 
themselves to spring up for the ball. After he had thrown 
the ball up, the stubby referee backed away from the two boys 
who were already in mid-air. Robin's center reached the ball 
first and flicked it to the forward. In a fast break the two 
forwards pounded toward the enemy basket passing the ball from 
side to side and cutting past the defensive players. As he 
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drove in for a layup leaping high in the air with the ball 
balancing and pushing off his fingertips toward the backboard, 
the forward was fouled. Tweet, shrilled the whistle. The 
shot went in and counted and the boy had a chance to make it 
into a three pointer. Robin remained away from the shooting 
area playing the deep man and Steve was disappointed that he 
hadn't been in any action yet. Not like his old man, he 
thought. He had always been in the middle of everything. 
You've got to watch out for yourself. It was all right to 
play with a team, just as long as you didn't lose out. He had 
once mentioned to Robin that he should shoot the ball more, 
not just to be satisfied setting up plays. The boy had argu-
ed with him and he had become so angry with him that he 
wouldn't talk to Robin for three days. There never was any 
sense in talking about anything with that kid. Dumb and 
that's all there is to it. As he watched the game move back 
and forth along the hardwood floor like attacking and retreat-
ing armies he thought of his son's low grades. In a way, as 
far as he was concerned, they weren't too important. Robin 
was a varsity player, that's important. A few years back, 
grades had mattered more. Robin and Barney's son Bernie were 
at the same high school; then it was competition, lick Barney. 
Had to. He never had though, but that disappointment was 
made up for by Bernie never making a varsity team. Steve had 
once asked Barney if he wasn't unhappy that Bernie wasn't on 
a team and he had been surprised when Barney had answered 
that he didn't give a damn. He had thought that it was just 
sour grapes then, but now he wasn't so sure. 
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Bernie would probably take over the business now 
that Barney was gone. Funny, he thought, it's hard to think 
of the word dead. At this moment, even as he watched his son 
playing ball, it seemed to him that Barney was alive. 
He remembered the final interview they had had. It 
was just five and a half years ago, but it's still as new as 
today, newer, he thought. Hagar, Jacob, Barney and myself. 
It had been a messy one. 
At first he hadn't understood what was happening. 
He had thought he had covered himself so well that he hadn't 
even considered that he would get caught. They had all been 
called into Barney's office and Barney had started to interr-
gate Hagar. That had been like a lion trapping a lamb. 
Hagar had been the perfect patsy for the deal. A 
blond, Nordic, midwesterner with limited imagination but a 
big desire for holding onto accounts, he had quickly fallen 
in with Steve on the deal. 
"Barney, meet Joe Hagar of Cosmo Box. Joe, Barney 
Shekmar." Barney had gotten up from his desk, shook Hagar's 
hand and introduced him to Jacob. 
"Pleased to meet you, Mr. Gordon," Hagar had answered 
in his open way. 
After Barney had motioned everybody to take a chair 
he had gone over to his desk and, opening a manila folder on 
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his desk, he had begun to speak in a low voice. From the be-
ginning, Steve had felt a bit wary about the meeting. Barney 
usually didn't want to be bothered by having to meet any of 
his suppliers. Usually he said he was too busy to talk to 
them, "Send them to Mr. Relnick or Mr. Gordon." But this time 
he had asked to see Hagar. He had come into Steve's office 
and told him that he wanted Hagar to fly from Wisconsin and 
would he arrange it so he could talk to him? And he had 
arranged it. 
"Mr. Hagar, we see you've raised your prices on a 
few items. I was wondering if you could give me an explana-
tion." He smiled at Hagar. Friendly, not at all sinister, 
thought Steve. 
"I'd be happy to, sir." Hagar bubbled cooperation. 
"Here we go," he said as he fished in his briefcase for a 
sheet of paper, "I have a copy of our new price list some-
place here. Ah, here it is." He waved it around as if it 
were a prize catch. "The truth of the matter is that we've 
been having a lot of trouble with our labor costs. Yes sir, 
we've had to negotiate with the union several times in the 
last few months. Terrible things, unions. You know hov-r they 
are." His right eyelid flickered closed and he looked at 
Barney. 
"No, I'm glad to say I don't. Haven't got a union 
here." Barney had looked down to the folder and Hagar had 
turned to Steve and nodded. Steve wouldn't respond. He was 
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sure that it hadn't worked. He hadn't thought it would but 
Hagar had given it a try. Always a good thing to know a 
man's pet peeve, Hagar had said when Steve told him that 
Barney was a bit of a bug about unions. Usually, once he got 
going on unions there was no stopping him; but not now. 
Not sensing that the ruse wasn't working, Hagar had 
continued, "'Well,you're really lucky. I can tell you. It's 
as if you didn't own your own business. Yes sir, if there ••• " 
"Mr. Hagar, did you come all the way from Wisconsin 
to tell me about unions?" Barney's tone was still polite, 
but now it had a tiny edge lining it and Steve could sense 
that it wasn't going to turn out well for either Hagar or 
himself. He bent his head and began to study the checkered 
patterns of the tiling which covered the floor. 
"Well of course not sir. But you did ask me about 
increased prices and I just wanted to point out that it was 
due to increased labor costs." 
At least he finished strong, Steve thought, maybe 
he would be clever enough to get out of it. 
"Could I ask you a few questions about the price 
list? I see you've increased your price to us by at least 
ten percent on some items and up to twenty percent on others. 
I suppose that the rise in prices is due to increased labor 
costs? Is that the story?" 
"Exactly." 
"I see. I was looking at the trade magazine yester-
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day and they mentioned in an article that material costs for 
your business have remained pretty much the same over the 
past few years. Is that the story?" 
"Why yes, we have been lucky that the costs of pulp 
and chemicals have remained the same." Hagar looked a little 
confused, like a mouse in a labyrinth with too many doors. 
He kept turning to Steve for help or at least a signal that 
they were in the mess together, but Steve had concentrated on 
the floor. 
"Now," continued Barney, "it would seem as if labor 
is pretty much the controlling factor in your new price fig-
ures. I assume that like our business, you don't pass along 
the cost of increased capital equipment." 
"Yes, that's quite so. Just as I told you, our 
prices reflect an increase in labor rates only." 
"What would you say has been the average increase 
in the wages at your plant over the past four years? A rough 
guess if you like." 
"Well off hand, I really couldn't say." 
"Twenty cents," snapped Barney. 
"How do you know?" Steve looked up and saw that 
Hagar's bluff had run out. Like an exposed Judas, he twisted 
in his chair as if by finding a more comfortable position, 
all his troubles would be finished. He wished he could help 
him, but there wasn't anything to be done. Once Barney start-
ed, he was like a man cleaning fish or chicken from the bone, 
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knifing, picking, snatching away until there wasn't any left. 
Steve hoped that Hagar wouldn't split it all open. 
Barney waved a little booklet and some papers in 
front of Hagar's face. "Every year the union publishes a 
record of its gains. Would you like to check my figures?" 
"Say," Barney interjected, switching into another 
tone of voice entirely," you've been pretty friendly with Mr. 
Relnick here." He waved toward Steve who had stiffened vthen 
he had heard his name. He wondered if the axe 1trere going to 
fall now. Probably not, he had thought. Barney likes to drag 
things out. Surely, however, it was coming and he tried to 
prepare for the moment. He had always, ever since they had 
been kids together, known that ' he was the stronger of the two 
and he was sure that although he would lose something, it 
wouldn't be all. Barney just wasn't strong enough for that 
sort of thing. At least he wasn't with him. Some softness 
always gave at the .very end. "Of course," Hagar answered 
trying to be as matter of fact as possible but unable to keep 
the flutter of panic from hovering behind his voice, "of 
course I'm friendly with him. Been doing business with him 
for eight or nine years." 
"Nine," answered Barney. ui mean more than business 
friendly. I've been told that you seem to see a lot of each 
other at the merchandise shows. Always hanging around to-
gether, I think someone said. But that doesn't matter. Good 
to have a friendly relationship with a company we're doing 
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business with. Oh, one thing. Did you know that we lost 
some of your earlier price lists? They seem to have com-
pletely disappeared from the files. And we also lost some 
bills that you sent us four years ago. What was particularly 
strange about the loss was that it only affected the four 
major items we buy from you. Strange coincidence. Well any-
way, I'd like to come back to the problem about your increased 
prices." 
Steve shifted uncomfortably in his seat. He knew 
that Barn~y had found out about the papers he had removed 
from the file. But at least, he thought, there's nothing 
definite. No real proof. That's a help. Above all else, he 
feared legal action, and,in fact, the only thing he cared 
about was that he could get out with his money. He wouldn't 
be able to stay but at least he would have enough to start 
with. More than enough. He rapidly figured the value of the 
stock wh ich he held and which Barney had g iven him. A pretty 
penny, he thought, all he had to do was get out without 
litigation. 
"Mr. Hagar, part of your duties as vice-president 
is cost accounting. Correct me if I'm wrong," Barney continued. 
"Oh no, that's right. I was the sales manager a 
few years back but then I was made vice-president." 
''How is it that you still service our account?" 
'' tiell, I decided to hold onto the big accounts. 
You know, to give them a little extra service." 
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"Naturally. Well as the man in charge of production, 
would you give me a rough guess as to what percentage of the 
cost is direct labor?" 
"Of course it will be just a guess, it varies from 
item to item, but let's say from twenty-five to thirty per-
cent. " 
"Let's take the highest number for convenience. 
Now, how much do you think you've raised your prices on some 
of the items, as a matter of fact, the four boxes we use the 
most of, and especially a single box in which we intend to 
place most of our shoes in the future. No, don't answer. 
I'll tell you. Fifteen percent. 
"I don't think you're right. You haven't even got 
a record of our old prices." That was a mistake, Steve 
thought. Hagar was floundering. His face prayed for oblivion. 
"Well I do have a record, but I'll you about that 
later. Let's just assume I'm right about the fifteen percent 
increase and you're right about direct labor cost of thirty 
percent. It seems to me as though you've made a terribly 
costly error for us in repricing these boxes. After all, if 
you've only increased wages by -twenty cents an hour, and 
labor is only thirty percent of the total expense of the box, 
you couldn't possibly arrive at a total increase of fifteen 
percent. Five percent maybe, but I doubt it." 
There wasn't much Mr. Hagar could say. Steve could 
tell that he was finished, stretched as far as he might be 
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without snapping, worse yet because Barney wasn't finished. 
He fumbled around in the folder and drew out two price lists 
from the Cosmo people. 
"You remember what I told you about us having 
records of your previous prices. Well I lied a little to you." 
Hagar looked up, his face distorted. "I don't have previous 
prices Mr. Hagar. Here, take a look at this." He handed the 
two price lists to Hagar. Barney's face sagged as he sat back 
and he spoke in a low whisper. "What's the date on each price 
list?" 
Hagar turned absolutely white. He turned to Steve, 
gasped "You fool!" and threw the papers back onto Barney's 
desk. 
"One's February and the other January . Both of this 
year," continued Barney. 
"Yes, I know." 
"Damn right you know, your signature is on both of 
them. You sent the February one to an adress in Maine and 
this one you sent to me. Why do you charge us more than the 
fellow in Maine? He just asked you for a quote on certain 
items and you gave him a better price, by fifteen cents per 
box, on smaller quantities than you gave us last month. Why?" 
Hagar shrugged his shoulders and standing up, began 
to pace back and forth on front of the desk, occasionally 
glancing at Steve who kept looking away. Finally he turned 
to Barney and said, "We'll make it up to you, Shekmar, every 
cent you've paid that was more than was our due, we'll pay 
back. But there's one thing I want you to know. Cosmo 
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didn't make a red cent on this deal, not a red cent." Steve 
watched Hagar; he looked as though he were going to cry. His 
features,once open and fair, were darkened and scrabbled close. 
Barney's face frightened him and it was a masque 
which stared at Steve as though it could kill him and his hands 
seemed barely restrained, washing against one another as if 
holding back, stopping each other from murder. Red '"'elts 
appeared along the sides of his nose and at the corners of his 
mouth, the flesh seemed to squirm. "Get out," Barney said to 
Hagar and Jacob, who had sat through the entire interview with-
out a word, and both men left the office, leaving Barney glar-
ing across the desk at Steve. 
There was a way out, there had to be, he knevr this 
as well as he knew Barney; if only he could find the right 
v10rds he would be off the hook. Steve 1 s eyes kept drifting 
toward the floor. Some strange magnetic force like the light 
which drives a moth into a fire, seemed to be forcing his eyes 
to Barney 's, and he grappled with himself to avoid it. But 
it was no use. From the floor and as though moving with a 
will uncontrolled by him, Steve's eyes locked into Barney's. 
If he had been able, he vrould have pushed the pupil of his 
eyes back into his brain cavity for as soon as they had locked 
upon Barney's, his eyes had begun to itch. Intolerably they 
itched and he resisted rubbing them because he knew it would 
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do no good. He had to wait for Barney before he could do any-
thing at all. 
Finally Barney spoke, 11 You've cheated me. After 
I've given you more than any other man would have and you've 
paid me back by cheating me." His voice was smooth; unexcited, 
it droned on like the gentle calmness of a hurricane's eye. 
Steve waited for the eruption. It never came. Instead, when 
he had finished with what he was saying, Barney turned away 
from Steve and got up from his chair, his shoulders which had 
once carried bricks more easily than most, sagged tiredly and 
he seemed to be unable to stand straight. Suddenly Steve knew 
that the softness had won again, that there wouldn't be any 
litigation. 
11You've no right to say that, Barney. If you haven't 
got writtenproof, you've no right to say that." Barney 
swung around. The redness that had drained from his face as 
he had spoken, flushed through him again and his mouth worked 
from side to side like an adder set to strike. Steve edged 
toward the door, afraid that Barney would spring at him. 
Above all, he didn't want that. He hated physical violence 
for himself and he would do anything to avoid it. "Barney," 
he placated, "look, if you want me to leave, I'll leave. I 
didn't do you any harm. It's not as if I took anything from 
you." That's true, Steve thought, it was from the corpora-
tion, the company as a whole. Not against Barney. Surely 
he could understand that. After he measured the distance 
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between the door and where he was standing and had determined 
that he could leave without interference from Barney, he con-
tinued, ''Look Barney, have I ever taken anything from you?" 
He waited for an answer. 
"Steve," Barney answered, tapping his own chest 
with his finger, "you make me sick. Sick right here inside. 
I think maybe you're a little sick here too. Not sick like 
me, but rotten sick, like a banana that's hung around too 
long, brown and ugly. We build something together for twenty 
years or so, you, me, Jacob and Si and you steal from it. 
You steal from yourself but you also steal from me. From 
yourself I couldn't care, but from me, never. You're finished 
here. I can't stand the sight of you; for me you're dead.u 
He sat down in the chair behind his desk and reached into the 
brass cigar container and pulled a cigar out. Licking the 
sides of the cigar, to keep the leaves from unwrapping and to 
moisten them, he bit off an end and lit up. He never looked 
up at Steve again. 
On the last day, Steve had come into Si's office to 
clean everything up. As he watched the balding man preparing 
the severance papers and releases, Steve realized that in all 
the years that they had worked together they had each avoided 
one another. 
11 There," Si said looking up from the desk at Steve, 
"if you'll sign these releases, everything will be all set. 
Say, what are you going to do now? You're getting quite a 
bundle with the stock settlement. What are you going to do 
now?'' Si smiled at him and handed him a pen. 
Steve didn't answer. Suddenly he asked, "Si, how 
did Barney find out?" 
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"How should I know?" Si's face relaxed into a blank-
ness which Steve couldn't penetrate. 
"You know about everything else around here." 
"Come onnmv, Steve boy; you're exaggerating." 
"In a pig's tit I am. Christ, you've got the best 
gestapo agency in town. Don't kid me. Nobody goes to the 
bathroom without you knowing about it. Did you turn me into 
Barney? 11 
Si got up from behind his desk, walked to the door 
and shut it. Again he smiled at Steve but it was more smirk 
than smile, "Steve, do you think I would?" 
"Come on, you know as well as I do that you would 
do anything that made it better for you. Yes sir, you damn 
well would." 
"Well to tell you the truth, Steve, it was your golf 
buddy , Jacob, who came up with the play this time. Believe 
me Steve boy, if I had known about it, you would have been 
the first to find out. First you, then Barney.'' · Si chuckled. 
"Si, you're a louse." Then Steve laughed. nwe've 
both been riding the same train for the past years and look 
who fouls up. You better watch out, or he'll get wise to you." 
Si went over to a cabinet and removed a bottle, some 
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glasses and poured drinks for both of them. "You know, Steve, 
vre might both have been riding the same train but me, I'm 
still ·attached. Sort of the coal tender you might say . Now 
as for Jacob, by the time I get through with him, he won't 
even be a caboose." They both laughed again and drank the 
liquor. "I may have to villify you a little more, "Si con-
tinued, "but you won't mind, now that it's all over, that is?" 
"Be my guest," said Steve and they both roared. 
"I always have been,u answered Si and they laughed 
again. "If you want to see a job done on your buddy, stay 
friendly with him. It'll make it easier. Besides you can 
watch it from close up.'' Si winked at Steve. 
After he had left the office, Steve felt as though 
he had made a covenant that was tainted. Maybe he should tell 
Jacob to watch out. Maybe he should tell Barney. But then 
again why the hell should he? He didn't owe them anything. 
He didn't owe anybody anything, anymore. 
The referee's whistle blew in his head, interrupting 
him and he glanced down at the floor. Robin had been taken out 
while he had been thinking about Barney and he hadn't noticed 
it. Even in death, Barney could change his life. The funeral 
should almost be over by now and he wouldn't have attended. 
No one expected that he would anyway, so why should it matter ? 
Still though, it vras strange, Barney dead after all this time 
that he had known him. Someday he would have to visit the 
grave, for old time's sake. It would be a big plot, with a 
fancy headstone. Old Si had vrobably seen to that, like he 
saw to everything. 
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Ah, he thought, Robin was back in the game, about 
time. That lousy coach doesn't know his ass from his elbow. 
Focusing his eyes on his son, Steve watched the game for ten 
minutes, or so, and then, his eyes tiring and beginning to 
sting, he went downstairs for some coffee. 
"Black, 11 he said to the boy behind the stand. As 
he drank his coffee a blousey woman came up beside him and 
ordered a hot dog. He turned his back to her and sipped the 
bitter liquid. He was tired of the game and his son and him-
self. Sometime he ~orould have to see where they had buried 
Barney. But right now he had to go home and sleep. He knew 
Robin wouldn't care. 
113. 
Chapter VII 
Bernie stood in the hallway and as he helped the 
rabbi into his coat, he half expected him to say something 
about not being at temple for the past three years. But in-
stead, he only said that Silvia would be all right and that 
he would see him later. Before, when Bernie had last gone to 
services at the temple, the rabbi had appeared to be a wolf-
like man, lean and hungry. Now he was fat and all that was 
gone and Bernie could not help feeling that something was 
lost and that the rabbi was the poorer for his softness. 
Walking into the living room he sat under the por-
trait his father had painted while they all were in Miami one 
winter. It had been a quick job. Four sittings in all with 
the moustachioed little man who scurried about and flattered 
them as he worked. Pearly blues and greys surrounded the 
trio and they seemed to float magically as if suspended in a 
heavy fog laced occasionally with bits of vermillion and 
alizarin crimson which was intended to give the fog life, but 
only managed to point up its dullness. As for the portraits, 
they were painted in a mannered style with the brush strokes 
conforming to the outlines of the figures and melting into the 
fog which threatened to overrun the canvas. At least he could 
paint hands, Bernie thought, though the rest of the work seemed 
botched and tiresome to look at. His father had been delighted 
v'li th the canvas because it was, he had said, "A perfect like-
114. 
ness." But it wasn't, not at all. And he could hardly recog-
nize his father painted in the soft, almost feminine manner 
with special care to eliminate a stubborn glare that had 
always seemed to hover upon his face. As for his mother, she 
looked too sweet in a sticky, frosting sort of way which was 
a caricature or cartoon of the way she really looked then. 
Himself, an owlish squatting figure whose hair threatened to 
slop over his eyes stared back and he wanted to laugh; but he 
didn't because his father was dead. They had already taken 
the body to Stalsky's. His uncle Si had seen to it all be-
cause he was good at handling things. His father had once 
told him that if he needed anything done he could rely on Si. 
Done when he was several years younger , the picture seemed 
oddly grotesque to him. His mother and father had changed 
vli th the deadly sureness of passing time since the picture 
was painted, and he, where was he who i'ras now so different 
from the ruddy boy who had sassed the painter for his mouse-
like movements and who now stared back at him from the paint-
ing with pupils colored by thalo green mixed l'li th more than 
a -vlisp of white for tone? 
They're all d1fferent from what they were. Uncle 
Si and his balloons. In every hiding place imaginable there 
would be balloons and they had always been for him. One 
summer day, 1-rhen he was fifteen and had decided to '\vork in 
the office rather than go to camp for the summer, his Uncle 
Si had called him into his room and winked at him. 
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"Come here, boy, I want to show you something," his 
uncle had said winking again. "How old are you boy ? 11 
Bernie had thought that Si must be fooling. He 
knew how old he wa s. But he answered anyway . 
"Do you go out with girls?" 
11What's wrong with you Uncle Si?" the boy asked, 
perplexed that the man was asking him questions to -vrhich he 
already knew the answer. "Of course I go out '.v i th girls." 
"To see what ? What's there to s ee?" 
"Don't be so impatient boy. Come around here behind 
my desk so the whole damn office doesn't see." 
Bernie did as he was told and when he had walked 
around the desk he saw that his uncle was fingering a package 
of playing cards. "Is that all you want me to see, some play-
ing cards?" Then, before he could say more, his uncle t u rned 
the cards over and one by one began to show him the other 
sides. There, right in front of him, held in his uncle's 
hands, were pictures of women and men l ying and sitting on 
each other, without clothes and holding one another in ways 
vrhich seemed ugly and dirty. He wanted to look away before 
seeing any more. But, as though the cards were magne t ized, 
his e yes refused to turn away until his uncle had shown him 
the whole stack. He felt ill but he didn't want Uncle Si to 
know, so he looked up at Si who smiled at him and tried to 
smile back. How could Aunt Selma live with him, he thought, 
suddenly hating his uncle. He mumbled "thanks" and said that 
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he had to get back to work. Si's face leered swollen, so 
puffy that he could barely see the eyes which stared back at 
him from between folds of flesh; he knew he was going to vomit. 
Hurrying out, Bernie went into the lavatory and was sick. 
Finally, when he came back to the office dizzy, stomach aching, 
and took his seat he couldn't look at the secretaries who 
surrounded him and he was no longer able to concentrate on his 
work. 
Bernie looked away from the portrait wondering what 
had become of the uncle who had brought him balloons. For 
that matter, what had become of Barney? He seemed to have had 
nothing left when he died. Not me really, nor mother who never 
seemed wholly his, not that they didn't love each other. Well, 
at least he was sure about his father; Barney had loved Silvia. 
She had seemed to love her husband but then over the past five 
years the changing, the withdrawing, the holding back which he 
had noticed even as a child, grew and threatened to freeze and 
the wonder of it was that his father hadn't noticed. But even 
that wasn't really so strange. His father had only seen what 
he wanted to see. As for me. Not sure. Why didn't he see me? 
I wanted him to but he couldn't do it. Maybe I couldn't either. 
Some of it began one summer when he had been back 
from school and had gone to work in the office. Recession, 
tightning up, near failure but always the clawing for survival. 
His father had moved a desk into his office and 
they worked together. Instead of checking the inventory and . 
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figures on production, work he had done for several years and 
which was mainly checking someone else's job, Bernie was given 
cost accounting to do. 
Every now and then friction between them would flare 
like a bush fire on a sultry day and even though he had, when 
at school, steeled himself against the argument, it was no use. 
Either he or Barney would be stubborn. 
That was all it ever took. Once they started to talk 
about the boy next door, Bernie's friend Daniel Goldstein who 
had left home because he couldn't tolerate remaining with his 
mother. Before that, old Mr. Goldstein had left home because 
Mama, as the family called her, was having men guests into the 
house while he was working in his pawn shop around the block. 
One day, business hadn't been so good and he had closed up 
around two in the afternoon. Daniel, who had told Bernie the 
story when he met him in town one day, said that his father 
had walked right into the bedroom and had found "Mama'' and the 
delivery boy, who was a classmate of Daniel's, entertaining 
themselves in high fashion on the double bed. Mr. Goldstein 
had just disappeared, and no one knew where he was. Daniel 
took over the pawn shop and moved out of the house. Barney 
had said that Daniel had no right to move out; that he had an 
obligation to stay there with his mother. 
Bernie had known that "Mama" Goldstein had been 
whoring for years, and Mr. Goldstein and his father were about 
the only ones in town who didn't realize it. Ostrich-like, 
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they were both of a kind when it came to that. 
"You both couldn't see farther than your noses!" he 
had blurted. "You think that everyone's like yourself." 
Bernie remembered being sorry that he had become angry because 
that was enough to set hie father off. 
"Oh-ho," Barney challenged, "look Mr. Know-it-all, 
just because you went through a few years of college, don't 
you think you're so smart." 
"Just because you're a lot older don't think you 
know all about people! She's a whore and Daniel would have 
been crazy to stay there!" Bernie flung back. 
"He's got to stay with his mother!" His fist came 
down hard upon the desk. "The most important thing is for 
him to stay with his mother." 
"He can't!" Bernie wondered if his father even 
understood what he had said. 
house. 
"He must! A family has to stick together!" 
"Look, even his doctor told him to get out of the 
"What Doctor?" demanded his father. 
"He's going to a psychiatrist." Then he added, 
nHe's got bad headaches." 
"So why doesn't he go to a regular doctor. I'll 
tell you, he's got headaches from leaving his home." 
"He had them before." 
"He just imagined them. All this business about 
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head doctors is a lot of nonsense. If he did the right thing, 
he wouldn't get headaches. He'll really be sorry if his 
mother dies. Then see how bad the headaches are!" 
Whenever they argued about families he always men-
tioned death, and at this point, Bernie recognized that there 
wasn't any use in continuing. As usual they had both made up 
their minds and it was hopeless to go on shouting at each 
other. But he couldn't resist one more jibe. "You don't 
think that Mrs. Goldstein is such a terrible person to live 
vrith?" 
"Of course not, she's a nice Jeivish woman. Maybe 
she made a mistake once or twice but she's done a lot of good 
things for charity and the temple." 
"Oh never mind. 11 There really vrasn' t any sense in 
telling him that "Mama" Goldstein had asked him in to play 
during the last Christmas recess. It would only have made 
him angrier, blinder. 
Fortunately, they didn't have any more fights that 
summer. There didn't have to be any at all if I, thought 
Bernie, hadn't been so stupid. There was no changing his 
opinions on certain things and when they came up, it -.;vould 
have been better to keep quiet, but it was later when he rea-
lized that it just wasn't wise to get in an argument over 
whether or not his friend lived at home. A sort of non-profit 
venture, as his father would say. 
There were several meetings that summer among all 
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the bosses. His father felt that if they could tighten the 
purse strings a little, the business could survive the dol-
drums for several months. They started to reorganize and 
Bernie was given the shipping department. Bernie had worked 
in the shipping room for a few summers and he had some notion 
about what was happening there. Since it was 81's general 
responsibility he had gone into his office to discuss it with 
him. 
11 I think that they are wasting a pile of money over 
there, 11 he said. 
11 Well, I wouldn't exactly say that." Si had smiled 
his jackal grin and started to tell Bernie a joke. Bernie 
was sure he hadn't heard him because at the meeting Si had 
been a very adament and vocal participant having stated that 
even if they weren't having such a difficult time, they had 
better reevaluate the expenses. "The larger view of things 
demands it.'' He always spoke about the larger view. Bernie, 
for one, didn't know what he was talking about. 
11Uncle Si, I think that shipping department is cost-
ing us too much money. 11 
"'Well, what sort of waste do you think is going on?" 
Si asked, quickly as if he were a little impatient with him. 
11First, is that they lead in overtime hours, and at 
a time and a half, that's pretty damn expensive. 11 After four 
days of dragging up the old time cards, he knew he was right 
about the shipping department having worked the most overtime 
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hours. 
"Well so what? If they worked the overtime hours it 
was because they were busy." 
"But we're not shipping that much stuff right now." 
"That's ridiculous. Do you think they're hanging 
around for nothing?" Sweat had formed on his brow and it shone 
in the glare of the office light. 
Since he wanted more information before arguing, 
Bernie stopped pushing and said, "Well, maybe you're right. 
I don't know though; why don't you hire someone else to work 
during the day? That way you might get rid of some of the 
overtime hours?" He asked it as he was leaving. 
"I think you better leave it alone," Si answered. 
"It's pretty complicated. I know that they're busy and that 
they get the stuff out and handle our material quickly . That's 
good enough for me. You just don't understand the larger 
view of it." He seemed to feel that he pretty well had Bernie 
running because he smiled and looked down to the papers on his 
desk. 
At this point, Bernie re·membered, his purpose had 
become clouded and now he didn't really know if he threw him-
self into the work because he 1vanted to save money, or because 
the more he knew his Uncle Si, the more he disliked him. At 
any rate, he decided, it would be a real prize if he could 
show his father that something under Si wasn't working too 
well. 
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His first move was to visit the shipping room around 
closing time. He knew the boys and after saying hello, he 
began to poke around the room. The men were busy enough, pick-
ing up t he cartons of shoes from the ramp which connected the 
factory and the shipping room and weighing them up so that they 
could stamp them. The packages on the ramps looked like brown 
automobiles on a super highway, waiting for their turn onto a 
toll bridge. Every now and then there was a terrific traffic 
jam and one of the boys would have to take a pole used for 
closing the upper windows, and positioning himself under the 
ramp, he would poke at the packages until they became straight-
ened and orderly. From the work that was left, he could see 
that there would be some overtime toni ght. 
While he was watching, a man he didn't know, came 
into the shipping room. 
"Truck's here," he yelled. Dirty and fat, he looked 
like a snowman made from slush and instead of walking , he 
shambled. The work in the shipping room stopped and the boys 
went outside to unload the truckful of supplies. Soda Boyer, 
he had gotten the name because of an indeterminable capacity 
for bicarb which he always drinking, was the foreman and he 
began shouting orders for the men to cart the leather and hard 
I 
rubber material into the factory. 
Early the next morning, Bernie went back to the 
shipping room and after checking the time cards to see bow late 
they had worked, he went in and talked to Soda. Most of his 
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crew was working the line but there didn't seem to be much to 
keep them busy. They had finished up the pile that had been 
on the ramps before Bernie had arrived and now they waited 
for the cartons to flow down the empty ramp, one by one. 
"Soda, you don't seem too busy right now." 
"Nope," he said and then he burped. 
"Soda, you and your boys racked up ten hours of over-
time pay last evening. 
"Yep. 11 
"Why don't you have the truck deliver in the morning?" 
Soda didn't like the question, and burping, he went 
to the sink, filled a glass of water, dumped some powder into 
it and waited for the fizz to die down. He looked like a 
Charles Addams figure drinking a deadly brew. When he was 
finished, he came back to Bernie and burped again, politely 
turning away. 
"Truck can't come in the morning.'' He began to walk 
away from Bernie as though the question were settled. 
"Why not?" 
"Cause he don't want to deliver in the morning." 
"Get a new trucker." 
"Nope, does a good job." He burped again and asking 
Bernie if there was anything else he wanted to know, walked 
back to the sink to get some more bicarb. 
Bernie went back to the office and looked up a few 
other trucking firms. Almost all of them said they could 
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handle the \'rork and about half of them promised better rates 
than the firm was paying now. Bernie vrent back into Si' s 
office, figuring that it might be better if he found out 
what his uncle had to say about the trucking company they 
were using. Si was talking on the phone when Bernie came in 
and he waved his nephew towards a seat. From the way he was 
smiling and joking, Bernie knew that it wasn't business he 
was talking about. When Si had finished, he had made some 
sort of a date for two that afternoon, he turned to Bernie 
and smiled. 
"vlell, how's the great cost expert?" He sort of 
smirked as if he realized that the boss's son was allowed to 
waste time. 
"Oh, I'm O.K., hmv's Aunt Selma feeling?" he tried 
to be as casual as possible and after they chatted a while, 
he asked Si, "Say, why do we use Scanzelli's Trucking Com-
pany?" Si looked at Bernie with that stare that says, why 
don't you saw off your useless head? and answered him with 
another question, "Why do you want to know?" 
"Oh, just curious. They don't seem to deliver when 
it would be best for us." Bernie decided he wasn't going to 
tell him any more. 
However, Si refused to let it go at this. "Look " 
' 
he said, "you really don't know. They might be a small firm 
but number one, they have good rates, number two, a small 
company gives you better service. Besides, Scanzelli is a 
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good guy. All this crap at school that they've been trying 
to teach you is useless. Don't you see, you can't do anything 
without a little experience? Scanzelli's is perfect for us. 
You'd recog~i~e that if you had the larger view." 
Bernie shrugged his shoulders and got up to leave, 
thinking that his Uncle SI' s "larger view" rras mostly con-
fined to the golf course with "clients" who were in unrelated 
businesses. 
After he spent several hours in preparation, Bernie 
brought all the data he had gathered into the office and 
dumped it in front of his father. After he had looked it all 
over, Barney told his son to ask Si to stop into his office. 
When he entered, he was all smiles, as usual, and 
was about to embark on one of his jokes when he noticed that 
Barney wasn't exactly in the mood for his pleasantries. 
"What's the problem old man?" Bernie could have 
kicked him for that. Si seemed so concerned yet Bernie was 
sure that he would be the first to plant a knife into his 
father's back if it weren't for the fact that he would be 
destroying his own meal ticket. Now, he was also sure that 
Si was the most dispensable person at the plant. Combining 
ignorance with treachery to such a degree that it seemed only 
Barney was blind to just what Si was doing. His job as produc-
tion supervisor was a fine coverup for a do-nothing-but draw-
a-good-salary type of scheming that had been going on ever 
since he came into the company. Si had been a salesman selling 
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brushes and hovr he was ever qualified for the job Barney gave 
him was beyond Bernie. Whenever anything ever went wrong, Si 
blamed it on the need to share responsibility. He would shake 
his head and say, "You just can't trust anyone these days. 
Give a man a little responsibility and the first chance he 
gets, he'll fall down on it." 
Bernie thought that Si would take this tack when he 
saw the information about the shipping room. He also knew 
that Soda would end up canned because obviously something was 
rotten and it was sure that Si wasn't going to end a villain. 
Furthermore, his father wouldn't for a single moment suspect 
that his own brother would ever think of screwing him. Not 
that Bernie liked Soda so much, but rather because he was more 
than a little fed up with Si, he decided to let his father in 
on the way Si had handled the information. It would be better 
to wait until Si had left. 
Si peeked over the paper that Barney was looking at 
and when he saw that it was about the shipping room he did a 
sort of a double-take. His eyes flashed towards Bernie who 
stared back. Before Bernie had a chance to say anything, Si 
blurted out, "Ah, you've got the little report the kid made 
out." 
uWhat do you mean little?" asked Barney, a slight 
edge creeping into his voice. For a moment Bernie thought he 
had won a victory, but his Uncle Si was quick to scotch that 
possibility. 
127. 
"Nothing," he . soothed, "nothing at all except that 
I thought he did a damn fine job. Yes sir, he really tracked 
the information down. I told him to come into you with the 
information." The praise sounded like music in Barney's ears 
and Bernie, aware of what was happening, controlled himself 
as best he could, waiting until Si would leave before he told 
his father what had really happened, including the story of 
the "larger view." But it was difficult and he had to turn 
away from Si as he smiled. 
"Well, what are you going to do about it,Si ? Looks 
to me as though there's something fishy going on with Soda 
and Scanzelli." 
"I've already taken care of it, Barn. Fired Soda a 
fevr minutes ago and got another firm to take over the contract. 
Scanzelli didn't say a word. Guess they knew when they had 
been caught redhanded. Say, if you don't need me anymore, I've 
got to meet a customer at two. Can't let these guys get away, 
if you know what I mean." He winked at Barney and smiled at 
the boy who just looked back nonplussed. 
"Good work. I'll see you later." Barney answered. 
Bernie felt cheated. Th.ere wasn't really anything 
else to say. His father had swallowed it all so thoroughly 
that he wouldn't believe him. He couldn't just tell him that 
his own brother was a l y ing bastard. Out of it all, he thought, 
the only thing that happened was that instead of coming into 
view, Si had managed to squirm a little deeper under his 
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protective coating. 
After Si had gone, Barney said, "What's the matter. 
You don't look too happy. And you should, you know, it was a 
fine job." He smiled, but it was a sad smile. His square 
face seemed all collapsed as though it had become too tired 
to carry its own weight. There wasn't any sense in saying 
anything more. If he didn't know about Uncle Si, thought 
Bernie, he simply didn't want to know. Yet, looking at his 
father's face, he had a sudden feeling that he did know but 
he just wasn't able to do anything about it. At that moment 
what was said about the Goldstein kid came back to him. All 
that Barney had ever said about obligations was what the g reat 
weight was, and how it killed the flesh by crushing. "Son, 
most important of all is that you've seen how to handle a 
tough management problem. Your Uncle Si, he handled this bit 
perfectly. The quicker the better. Doesn't give anyone a 
chance to start talking. You might profit a little by watch-
ing Si a little more closely. He's a good man." 
What could he say ? How could a man who was so smart 
about some things, so good at judging most people, foul up like 
his father had with Si ? Over and over the question bumbled 
through Bernie's head and the sight of the bulky man, his own 
father, being crushed away to nothing before his sight made 
him furious with Barney. The man had made a mistake, and he 
didn't even know, that it was destroying him. There wasn't a 
thing he could ever say about Si that would change Barney's 
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mind. He never had changed his mind about anything, and 
Bernie knew he probably never would. Si was just there, some-
thing over which to stumble. His father might have been able 
to side step him. But, at this moment, Bernie knew he never 
would. 
And now it's too late, thought Bernie as he stared 
at the portrait, wishing vaguely that the painting had never 
been made; his father wasn't able to avoid the blocks and 
traps which Si had set for him. Although he didn't know all 
the facts about the separation with his uncle and godfather, 
Jacob, Bernie was sure that Si had been in some way responsible 
for the mess. It would have been typical. Si had always been 
a clever man at adapting to a situation so that he ended higher 
on his own measuring scale than he was before. And his father 
had been taken. Once he remembered his father had lectured 
him on judging people and he had bit his lips in an effort to 
keep a closed mouth. All around him, all around this man who 
said that he could, above all else, judge character, was a 
jungle. He hadn't, thought Bernie, understood any of them 
and he died thinking he knew them all. And what was worst of 
all was that he, his father's son, hadn't been able to help 
out and all the time he had known. But Barne y wouldn't be 
helped; there wasn't anything else to say, his father had re-
fused to take help and he had received none. 
Jacob would no more have thought of stealing from 
the company than Steve Relnick would have thought of anything 
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else. \ibat a pair, Steve and Si. ·Who was the worse of the 
two? Bernie found a deck of playing cards in the living room, 
went to the coffee table and sat on the couch which stretched 
in back of it. Mechanically, he shuffled the cards and began 
to throw them onto the table into two piles, one fo.r red and 
the other for black. When he had been younger, twenty, just 
after his father had caught Steve in the kickback business 
with Cosmo Box, he had thought that Steve was, without any 
doubt, the bigger crook. Now, however, as he sat throwing 
the cards into their piles, everything had become rearranged. 
His uncle Si had taken on the coloring of absolute evil. He 
was the red color of diamonds .and hearts, while Steve was 
merely black, the color of clubs and spades, both blunt ob-
vious tools. Hearts and diamonds were different. They were 
sharper and more subtle, more deeply probing and brilliantly 
hard, than the others to battle and more important, to com-
prehend. Si had used his brother with cunning, playing the 
theme of family love and he had driven Barney, stubborn 
Barney, into the position where he could destroy himself. 
And what was worst of all was that he had never realized what 
was happening. Well, Bernie thought, as he swept the cards, 
both piles, onto the floor it wouldn't happen to him; he 
wouldn't let it. 
He wouldn't let it because he had seen what had 
backed the dead man into a corner. His father had seen 
things in too strong a light. A light which only allovred 
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black and white to show, which hid the greys, the gradual 
tones which ran up and down the scale of values, never quite 
reaching either end as if the tone itself were av1are that it 
ov1ed its existence to both the black and the vlhi te and that 
it was important to show the dual inheritance. Barney had 
missed all that. The words of a popular song drifted into 
his mind and the bromide scratched its way to life, "With me 
it's all or nothing." That had been his father's error. His 
father had seen things to be as he wanted them to be, not as 
they were, and because he had preferred the simple, the com-
plex had crowded him out. 
It wasn't any of this business about the old and the 
ne1v . Basically his father's ways of going at things 1vere the 
same as his. It was just that his father had never admitted 
the possibility that there was a view other than his own. 
And how could he blame his father, for it was only in this 
way that he had been able to build what he did. The single-
mindedness vvhich \vas necessary and all important to begin a 
thing. Without it there might be nothing . That was why it 
had been impossible for him to say anything that would have 
changed things . Whatever he would have had to say would have 
gnawed at this singlemindedness, this black and white view, 
the almost mindless and brutal forwardness and directness 
which was necessary. And he couldn't have done it. His 
father wouldn't have listened to it. Any of it. 
His Uncle Jacob was no different. If he had been, 
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if he had been able to view the shades and the tones of 
things, if he had seen that thing~ were different than they 
appeared, the split wouldn't have occurred. Only his Uncle 
Si had been unafraid to tamper and divert the one track move-
ment which he, Bernie, envisioned as his father. And there 
was no preempting him. Si had managed to move too quickly 
for both Jacob and Barney. One thing at least, Uncle Jacob 
had better be at the funeral. Silvia would need him. In 
this respect, funerals were odd. One really didn't go to 
them for the person that died. You went, instead, for the 
living. His father wouldn't have given a damn if no one 
showed up and, if he could have, he would have said, "1fua t' s 
the sense of coming? I'm not going to know whether or not 
y ou're there, so why come? 11 
Most difficult of all was exactly what to think. 
For example now, as he sat there on the sofa, he hadn't 
really thought very much about his father; this seemed 
slightly perverse. Here he would never see Barney again, 
and he wasn't concentrating on him. And probably, none of 
the others were thinking too much about Barney. Like him, 
they too were probably thinking more about the past in 
general rather than concentrating upon Barney. And there was 
all their lives to think about the past. Besides, what did 
it matter, the past was done and a small part of it was about 
to be buried. But that's unfair, he added, there has to be a 
continuum. Some part of his father had to continue. But none 
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of them will do anything about it. If not, the whole business 
of friendship, of love, suddenly had to break down. Something 
has to continue on. But we don't, he thought, know each other 
well enough and we never will. It was all tied up in that 
word knowing; something which must be complete and yet is fat-
. ed to be incomplete. "We are,'' he said outloud to the por-
trait, "eternally unknowing." Then as quickly as he said it, 
he wanted to retract his proclamation. Death made everyone 
sententious. At least he might avoid that. Still, he wonder-
ed when he rose to go upstairs to get dress ed, am I so wrong? 
As he climbed the stairs to his room he twittered self-
consciously at the paradox which suggested itself. How could 
one tell if he were wrong, that took knowledge, and knowledge, 
even of self, was what he had said must be. incomplete. And 
solutions couldn't ever be reached with just partial knowledge. 
London Bridge's falling down, my fair lady. That, at least, 
makes sense. 
When he got upstairs he went to his mother's room 
and knocked on the door. 
''Come in," Silvia said. "Oh Bernie, hurry. You've 
got to get dressed. Did you call your Uncle Jacob?" 
He had, he said, but Jacob had been out walkin~. 
"Aunt Clara said she didn't know 1t1hen he was coming and that 
she didn't know if he would be at the funeral. She said she 
was sorry ." 
"Sorry that she wasn't coming1'' asked Silvia. 
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11 No, I imagine she was sorry about dad." 
"Bernie, call Jacob again, I need him to come. Tell 
him for me." 
"I'll try to reach him before I get dressed," and 
even though he knew that his mother needed Jacob, he felt the 
knife of jealousy puncture him. She wouldn't rely on him to 
get her over the funeral. But why should she, he reflected, 
she didn't know if he could help her. She had never tested 
him. And now, her mind half gone, it was too late. He had 
once tested her. Seen exactly how far she would go for him 
and how strong she could be. Summer, and he had gone to bed 
with an ash blonde girl named Molly. Molly of the rounded 
body, a Laura, only more demanding than Petrarch ever said 
she ivould be. And it had been a quick thing; three days and 
nights alone in a cabin on the Cape where they only left to 
get milk and to wash in the ocean whose salt stung bodies 
rubbed raw by love. Then it was over more quickly than it 
had begun and she had found another cabin and another lover. 
Some several months later, when he was still up at school, 
he had called horne and wh~n he was speaking to his mother she 
had told him that there was a letter for him. 
"Should I mail it to you?" she had asked. 
Child-like, unsuspecting that he might not want her 
to read what was in the envelope and overly curious about 
what might be there, he asked her to read it over the tele-
phone. Perhaps if he had known what the letter was to deal 
135. 
with, he never would have let her see it, but by the time she 
began to read, having first scanned it herself, he knew from 
the catchy, breathless way she read that he had made an error. 
But once the mistake had been made, he was bound to stick with 
it, and he waited until she was finished for the inevitable 
questions. 
"Do you know this girl? I mean have you really had 
anything to do with her?" 
"Well yes, I was with her for a short time.u He ex-
pected her to start off more gradually but like her husband, 
his father, Silvia went directly to the center. 
"Well, didn't you use anything?tt 
"Of course. Well, not exactly, you see, she had 
something. She said she didn't like the man to have anything. 
She said it was too artificial for her. But I'm sure that 
she took care of it. Besides, it's not as if I was the only 
one. I happen to know that she was with another guy a day 
later." 
ttwell, what do you intend to do about it?tt she asked. 
The phone seemed to burn his ear and he was sur-
prised by the wetness when he transferred it to his other ear. 
tti don't know. I guess I have to get a lawyer.n 
ttLook Bernie, can you come down her~ on Saturday? 
I'll take care of the lawyer and set something up. I don't 
think we should tell your father. There wouldn't -be any sense 
to it.u 
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After he had agreed to come down and thanked her, 
he hung the phone up and pondered the last thing she had said. 
That she wouldn 't tell his father, that there wouldn't be any 
sense in it. It finally came to him that what she meant was 
that she wasn't sure exactly how Barney would react to the 
news. Bernie knew that there was a good chance that his 
father would become furious with him and insist that he do 
the honorable thing which to Bernie was simply playing the 
fool. Besides, the girl didn't want to marry him. The most 
she wanted was some money. 1~en he had come down that week-
end, his mother had arranged everything. Barney had never 
suspected what his son had come down for and when Bernie went 
to the airport with them, he knew that things were going to 
work out well. And they had; he only heard once more from 
the girl. This time she said she didn't even want money from 
him. Just his name and blood type and certain other informa-
tion which was necessary so that she might put the child out 
for adoption. He had let his lawyer handle it .and after awhile 
he knew that nothing drastic was going to happen to him. When 
it was all over he realized that his mother had risked some-
thing in order to help him. By not telling his father she en-
dangered herself. If Barney found out what they had done to-
gether, he would hate them for not telling him. But she hadn't 
cared. And now as he dialed his uncle's number, Bernie wished 
that she would let him help her. He wasn't a boy now, except 
in her eyes. But they didn't see clearly anymore. 
11Hello. 11 It was his uncle and suddenly he didn't 
know what to say. 11 Hello, 11 demanded the voice at the other 
end, "who's this?" 
"Uncle Jacob, it's Bernie." 
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"Oh Bernie. I'm terribly sorry about your father." 
Jacob's voice was soft and made the job easier. 
"Look, Uncle Jacob, could you come to the funeral? 
Mother says she needs you." There was a silence at the other 
end and for a moment Bernie thought that Jacob hadn't heard 
him. 
"Bernie, I'll be there, wha~ time do you want me to 
come. I'll pick you both up. 11 
11In an hour, Uncle Jacob?" Oh, if only he could 
tell him, but he couldn't say anything except, 11Uncle Jacob, 
I'll see you in an hour." After he hung up he was angry that 
he hadn't been able to say that even though they hadn't seen 
much of each other lately, things between them were just the 
same as they had always been. But it was probably too late 
now, Bernie thought, walking into his room and slipping out 
of his clothes, he'll just think that it's because I need him 
now. 
Bernie and his mother were waiting downstairs when 
Jacob rang their doorbell. It was the first time he had done 
so in four years and as Bernie opened the door for him, he 
could not help but think that it took a death, his father's, 
to make the fact of the doorbell come true. 
"Bernie," his uncle said and grasped him on the 
shoulders. For a minute Bernie thought his godfather was 
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about to embrace him, as he used to do after a wrestling match. 
But, instead, the stranger, for that was what his uncle now 
seemed, was content to squeeze his shoulder. Maybe late r, 
Bernie thought, maybe later it will be the same as before. 
Jacob walked quietly into the living room and went over to his 
sister, dressed in black and looking, to her son, more beauti-
ful than seemed decent. His uncle stooped to kiss Silvia and 
Bernie turned away. Just barely could he remember his mother 
ever kissing his father in front of him. At some get together 
that the family had and when they had both been drinking . 
·Flushed .and hot, his face lit up as he thought of the time he 
had hid outside their bedroom door listening for sounds of 
love. He hadn't heard any. And he had been so ashamed that 
he had told his mother what he had done. She hadn't even an-
swered him, just turned away and had gone about her business 
as if he had said that he was going to listen to the radio or 
get a drink of water. He hated her then. But not now, now 
everything was different. She would, in the shadow of her 
husband's death, have to fall back on him, her son. Not her 
brother, not anybody but himself. And he would show her that 
he could handle everything. 
"I think we should get going," he said, more gruffly 
than he had intended, but they were still embracing and he 
hadn't liked it. 
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"We'll be right out. You go wait in the car," his 
uncle ansv1ered. "Your Aunt is all alone. She thought we 
would only be a minute and said she would wait. Be a good 
boy and tell her that we'll be -right out." 
Resentment pushed its way through Bernie and he 
grappled with the urge to tell Jacob that he was old enough 
not to be called "a good boy'' and that he was old enough to 
watch his mother cry. For that was what she was doing and he 
didn't understand exactly why. He only knew that it wasn't 
for his father. Sometime, he divined, sometime far back in 
the past she must have wept for him. But not now. The globes 
of tears which he could see from across the room were for 
something else, or perhaps someone. He didn't know but turned 
abruptly from the two of them and went outside to his Aunt 
Clara. 
There she was, he thought, as he approached the auto, 
sitting like a potentate all wrapped in furs and mysterious 
veiling and tulle, which black as it was, seemed somehow 
bright and oddly festive. But that was how his aunt was. 
Somehow she never dressed exactly right for anything. Not 
that it was ever in bad taste. It was just that whatever she 
put on, seemed not to fit the occasion as perfectly as it 
might. She would wear a hat that glittered too much, a red 
that was a tone too light, or bring a bag that seemed to al-
most clash with her dress. His aunt reminded him of the 
tight rope walker who always seemed as if he were about to 
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step off the wire and deliberately fall into the crowd below 
him. 
"Hello Bernie!" she said accenting all four syllables 
as if she vrere a steam engine puffing out the words. 
He opened the back door of the car and getting half 
way in, leaned over into the front seat and kissed her on the 
cheek. "How are you Aunt Clara?" After he had kissed her, 
and even as he was bending toward her, he smelt the animal 
odor of the furs; it was a heady smell. Old and yet clean and . 
he remembered how, when he was a child he had buried his head 
into his mother's fur jacket enjoying the smell and touch of 
the softness against his face. Now he was reluctant to with-
draw from the nearness of his aunt's fur and for a brief 
moment felt as though he wanted to burrow into the brmvn 
warmth. He sat back in the car seat. He hadn't been with 
Clara for three years and he didn't know what to say to her. 
In the past they had things to talk about and he had often 
walked the half mile which separated the houses, to be with 
her. But now there seemed to be nothing. He felt awkward, 
as if he had suddenly grown five inches taller and didn't 
know what to do with his elongated body. From the half ten-
tatiVte, half embarrassed smile on his aunt's face he guessed 
that she also was uncomfortable and the misery of the moment 
welled up in him, threatening to overcome him. Before he was 
lost, however, his uncle and his mother appeared from the 
house and both entered the car. His mother and aunt embraced 
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and he could see that his mother's eyes were deep red, almost 
ugly,from crying. Expertly, Jacob swung the big car onto the 
road, away from their home, and headed toward the funeral 
chapel. 
They arrived early, although they weren't the first, 
and Be rnie wasn't surprised to see his Uncle Si's car sitting 
in the parking area. He wondered how Jacob would react to 
seeing Si. He knew that his godfather had taped Si out even 
before he left the business and that they had not seen one 
another since that time. Even when Jacob had gone into the 
hospital with his coronary, Si hadn't visited him. And it 
wasn't as if they vJ"ere strangers. Twenty years is a long time 
to ~orork together. Something must have bound them together. 
His father had gone with Silvia to visit Jacob, but not when 
he was still in the hospital, which was probably a good thing 
because Jacob had been so weak while he was there. The fami-
ly had looked forward to the me eting with anticipation and 
fear. But nothing had happened. They were both so cold and 
distantly polite that nothing could have happened. Barney had 
only gone to visit once, that was all that he thought he should 
go and, in fact, everyone including Bernie had been glad that 
it was only once. 
"Well someone else is here before us," Clara observed 
as they parked the car beside Si's car. 
"That's Si," answered Silvia. "He took care of most 
of the arrangements. The owner is a friend of his." 
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Jacob didn't answer. 
The four of them moved across the lot, which had 
been neatly marked with rectangles to facilitate parking more 
cars than would ever come to one man's funeral, and they 
entered the chapel. Dead white pillars which supported noth-
ing but ran decoratively along either side of the vride door, 
cast their shadows as he had done when he was a child. It was 
bad luck to step on a shadow. Break your mother's .back. He 
saw his Uncle Si talking to a man whom he didn't know and 
watched as Si waved his hands and gestured while Selma, mute 
Selma, stood and listened~~· Then Si saw them and crossed the 
marble floor to greet them. Whether or not he expected Jacob 
to have come, was impossible for Bernie to tell. With Selma 
though, it was another story. Bernie watched as Si's wife 
colored, first red and then white, until finally gaining full 
control, she stuck out her hand and shook hands "1-Ti th both 
Clara and Jacob. Selma had always struck Bernie as an oddity. 
She hardly ever talked to anyone except her husband Si, so 
whenever she did say something, it was as though a stranger 
were talking. Another stranger whom Bernie had known all his 
life. Selma pecked him on his cheek and he felt a shudder as 
the cold lips pressed against him. 
As they were greeting one another, the man to whom 
Si had been speaking sauntered over and Si introduced him. 
He was Joe Stalsky, the owner of the chapel. 
"I'm deeply sorry about your loss. I knew Barney 
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for several years and he was one of the finest men I ever had 
the pleasure of knowing." His hair glistened slightly in the 
light, and it seemed to Bernie that this was the only thing 
about the man that was out of place. The dark conservative 
suit and tie, the pale flesh, almost bluish in places and the 
deep sad e yes which threatened to weep, all seemed perfect. 
Bernie disliked the man and, he reflected, for no good reason 
except ·that his uncle was friendly with him. That would have 
to stop, he thought, now was the time to grow up. 
He noticed that his Uncle Jacob was pulled slightly 
back from the group almost as if he were afraid of physical 
proximity with Si. Yet Si showed no discomfort at all, rather 
he was collected and frightfully capable of getting them all 
over the afternoon. Almost as if he were a mother hen, pro-
tectively and, thought Bernie, jealously guarding them from 
any danger that might lurk nearby . So strong was this image 
that Bernie half expected his uncle to start and to bustle 
them towards the room where, although no one had told him, he 
knew his father was stretched out. And of course, it was 
ridiculous for Si to even think that he could help them, that 
he could protect them from what was to follow. But as always, 
his uncle had to put on a show for them all. And he even be-
lieves that he's got us going, trusting him in the same dumb 
way Barney did. 
"Would you like to see him before the crowd arrives?" 
said Mr. Stalsky, his voice even sadder than it had been before. 
The words, soft spoken as they were, belted across 
Bernie's head, throwing out thoughts and crowding him until 
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he was nearly breathless. Mutely, they followed the man into 
the darkened chapel, forming a small procession as they walked. 
Inside the room was cool, almost cold, and yet 
Bernie could feel the perspiration begin to form and ooze down 
out of the pores and onto his skin. He concentrated on follow-
ing his Uncle Si's back which preceded him and walked toward 
the middle aisle. Crunching the deep piled rug as if it were 
dry snow, their footsteps echoed loudly in the lower recesses 
of his mind and like the words of Mr. Stalsky, the noise 
threatened to overrun him. He pushed the sound back but it in-
sisted and finally he let himself go, let the noise fill him 
completely until he imagined himself as a walking ear, super-
sensitively attuned to every noise and sound that floated in 
the room's silence. The back in front of him turned to the 
right and he followed. Now they were almost there, he thought, 
they were walking down the center aisle to have the final look 
at his father; he didn't want to. But if he stopped, he knew 
the whole procession would jam into him and sweep him into the 
coffin. What should he be thinking about now? The others all 
were thiru~ing something, so should he be thinking. You 
couldn't just walk in a mindless vacuum when you were about to 
see your father for the last time. A new sound broke across 
his ears and he couldn't recognize it. Then he did. Someone 
was crying. That ought to be his mother, he thought, not want-
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ing, not able, to look back and see. Aunt Selma hasn't got 
much to weep for. And Clara, he didn't remember if she would 
cry. How foolish, he thought, not to remember that about a 
person, whether she would weep or not. Light, filtered through 
a stained v-rindow ahead of them, shone red and deep blue on the 
benches. Soon, Bernie thought, the benches will be filled. 
They were almost at the end of the aisle and he knew without 
looking for it that the coffin would be waiting, open and 
garnished with flowers. And that was strange in itself, he 
thought, flowers for the dead and for what reason? Could the 
corpse enjoy the blossoms? "No," he said aioud. 
"Easy son, easy," Si said half turning to him. 
Bernie didn't answer, hating the word "son." 
The y reached the coffin. Mr. Stalsky stood off to 
one side and Si marched to about the middle of the coffin 
where he stopped. Bernie almost bumped into him but caught 
himself in time. What did he have to stop here for? His 
uncle had turned to the coffin and looked into it, his face 
narrowed and drawn. And Bernie, although he hadn't wanted to, 
although he had decided he wouldn't look, followed his uncle's 
eyes into the coffin with his own. 
He was shocked. His father looked too healthy. In 
fact better than he had seen him look in five or six years, 
younger and more colored, less tired. But then something 
caught his eyes as the y moved up and down the body. It was 
the watch which he had given to his father three years ago 
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for a going away present. Barney and Silvia were going on a 
trip to Italy and Barney had broken his watch and hadn't re-
placed it. They had put the watch on upside down. As if it 
didn't matter; he wanted to tell Si, to tell someone, but he 
had already turned from the coffin and had sat down on one of 
the front benches. Who could he tell? He was aware that the 
people who had been following him, Selma, his mother- how had 
he become separated from her?- Jacob and Clara, were behind 
him. Selma brushed past him and went to sit beside her hus-
band who had placed his head in his hands. Then his mother 
brushed against him and looked into the coffin. If she had 
been crying, she wasn't now. Her cheeks were dry. He watch-
ed her, not moving but standing beside her like a rock, solid 
and supporting, ready to help if she would need him. Silvia 
stared a long time, but he noticed that her eyes were glassy 
and he thought that she couldn't see. Almost like an inner 
eye, he thought, all opaque and clouded, thickly refusing to 
see what there was. Finally she broke away from the coffin, 
him, her son, and she seated herself on the bench at the end, 
away from Si and Selma. Whether it was to be closer to the 
coffin or to stay away from Si, Bernie didn't know; he guessed 
it was the latter. Jacob didn't pause at the coffin, instead 
he seated himself beside his sister and held her hand. Bernie 
turned from the coffin; the watch didn't matter any longer. 
1fuere was he going to sit? His mother was in a corner and 
Jacob was beside her. That was unfair, he thought, she should 
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have left room for me. He looked at her, hoping against all 
hope that she would know enough to move down to make room for 
him, but she didn't even look up. Instead she stared at her 
hand which was held in her brother's. Trip-hammerlike, 
Bernie's chest pounded and he started when he felt his Aunt 
Clara's hand on his elbow, firmly and yet gently, as if she 
were guiding a piece of glass which might smash. They sat 
down. The smell of her fur piece drifted up to him and Bernie 
wanted to hide, to disappear within the giant folds of her 
coat and never to come out again. 
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Chapter VIII 
Distraught, not completely knowing why he had agreed 
to come, Jacob dropped the receiver onto its cradle. Well, I 
suppose that it will work out, that it's the best thing for 
all, he thought. Why shouldn't I go,.! Silvia needs me, and 
that should be enough. Done is done, he thought, and climbed 
the stairs to tell Clara to hurry. 
It wasn't going to be an easy funeral. What with Si 
there, and his wife, and even the dead Barney, he would have 
to control himself and concentrate on comforting Silvia. Yes, 
that was the only reason he was going. Not for Barney. Didn't 
hate Barney though. Some fondness. His memories were sudden-
ly tainted by the unpleasantness which had sprung up five or 
six years before. I'm not one to carry a grudge, he thought. 
\'le can learn from the past, but there's no sense in carrying 
over things that happened long ago. When a thing was finished 
it was through, and it would do no good to brood about it. 
When he had left Barney, he had reevaluated his whole 
way of life, or at least tried to objectify it as best he could. 
It would always be best, he thought, to take each thing as it 
comes, like climbing a small group of hills rather than a 
mountain. Life was simpler, easier this way. Failure on any 
particular hill didn't mean that the mountain had defeated 
you. There were always other little hills, which seemed to 
lead to the top, and missing one didn't cut off the others. 
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Of course, he thought, he had been forced to this position by 
his own heart attack, not long after - in fact, just a year 
after - he had left Barney. From that time on he wasn't 
allowed to invest himself fully in everything. He had to 
limit himself to climbing the small hills. But in retrospect 
he decided that this was the way to go about living anyway. 
Directly following the attack he had been in the 
hospital and Bernie had visited him. They had talked and 
Jacob had noticed that something was disturbing the boy . 
"What's up Bernie? "Why so glum?" It seemeQ. sty."ange that he 
should be trying to cheer Bernie up and his nephew noticed 
the oddity immediately and was silent. 
As he waited for the boy to answer, Jacob looked at 
the place where he had recently been reborn. Reborn because 
he had actually died, his heart had stopped and the little 
electrical machine which stood beside his bed had started the 
heart pumping again. In spite of this, he didn't like the 
machine. It seemed to leer at him out of the black knobs 
which the doctor had twisted to resurrect him. And the minia-
ture television screen with the graph paper surface see med 
much too mechanical and expectant of helping again to be a 
comfort. He stared up at Bernie, prodding him with his eyes 
for an ansv1er. 
"lifell," his godson had answered, "It doesn't seem 
right. I mean the whole thing is me~sed up somehow. You be-
ing sick and all the others in the hospital. There is some-
thing wrong with the whole business. Why do people have to 
get sick at· all? Why couldn't they just be well? V'That are 
you going to gain, for e xample, by being in the hospital ? 
Are you going to learn anything from lying here for five 
we eks, will you be any better for it ? 
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What answer was there, Jacob pondered. You got 
sick and you got well and that was that. "'tvhy make such a 
fuss over a few weeks ?" he asked. "You've got a whole life-
time. How much does a little s ickness matter ? What's a 
little pain?" He answered himself by remembering the hideous 
clawing which had grappled within his own chest seven days 
before. Pain could become the entire world; filling and 
swelling you until there was nothing else besides the pain. 
But it went away and now he couldn't possibly recall e xactly 
what he had felt that day . He could only remember is as 
horrible. "Pain is only something to ge t over 1'li th, 11 he said 
to his nephew. 
"But that's wrong, it's part of life, and life 
isin't a whole bunch of things to get ove r," answered Bernie. 
This, thought Jacob, this was whe r e the difference lay . 
"But it is," he had s a id, knovving that the boy 
wouldn't believe him. In fact, couldn't believe him -because 
he -vra s t oo young . Someday, perhaps, he would see it as he did. 
After all, the reason that he couldn't go along with 
it, my wa y of unde r s tanding and explaining , Jacob thought, as 
he l,va i ted for Cla ra to finish dressing for the fune ral, was 
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no more compli cated than that; he was too young and saw things 
then from a different place. From where he had looked four 
years ago, and maybe even today, he could only see the moun-
tain as one monstrous and sheer wall to climb, while I can see 
what really is. 
Clara walked down the stairs and they left the house. 
She looks well, he thought, surprised as though he had expected 
her to be ugly or as if he hadn't seen her for several years. 
·wordless, they drove toward Silvia's home and Jacob felt the 
growing strain of seeing both his sister and his nephew for 
the first time in a long while. But it was Clara who spoke 
first. 
"You know,'' she said, "although I wanted you to say 
yes, it would have been easier if you had said that v.re wouldn't 
go. At least it would have be en easier at first. I ,·· can't 
really tell you how I dread seeing them now. It's almost as 
if we've been away from them too long to recognize them and 
this frightens me. After all this time apart, the whole thing 
is unnatural. Having the funeral draw us together as though 
we were attached only by death, as though Barney's dying was 
the most vital thing, the reason for coming together." 
"It had to be. One can't choose the best moments 
for everything all the time," Jacob ansvre red her, sensing that 
it wasn't the answer she would, in her almost mindless animal 
warmth, understand or even want to understand. Clara, he 
thought, worked differently than he did. She used her senses 
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in a way that befuddled him but in a way which he felt was 
more beautiful than his, even if. it was not so correct. In-
stinct was, he supposed, what she acted on and it suited her 
well. 
uNo, one can't choose, but it's important to try to 
act when it seems · best to. Now I don't knov-r. \'!hat will there 
be to say to Bernie now? What we had before the break with 
them was, in its way, a romance. Now what will we, what can 
we, say that'll be understood? How do you join the broken 
threads of a spider o,veb?u she asked him. And he had no ansv1er 
because she had guessed at what he questioned himself. How do 
you fix a broken thread, thinner than silk? 1fuat would there 
be to say to the two of them? Even when he had talked to 
Bernie he had felt the impossibility of saying what was right, 
of saying anything at all that wouldn't sound either inane or 
soporific. Ordinarily even this type of thing, the inane, the 
insincere, would do, because at such a time people didn't ex-
pect more. But with Bernie and Silvia it was different and as 
Jacob wheeled his car into the Shekmar driveway he smarted 
under this lash. "You can wait in the car, dear," he said, 
pulling up the parking brake with more force than was neces-
sary. "We '11 be right out." 
He rang the bell and he had hardly removed his fin-
ger when the door seemed to explode open. He felt his collar 
grow tight and he checked the impulse to run his finger around 
the inside edge. Bernie stood waiting for him at the open 
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door, and Jacob couldn't quite lift his eyes to greet the boy. 
Instead, he reached for where he knew his godson's shoulder 
should be and squeezed it, saying only "Bernie." He should 
reach and embrace the boy. He wanted to, he knew that he truly 
wanted to, but Bernie would probably not and he wouldn't risk 
it. There's plenty of time for that if it's ever to be, he 
thought, and crossed the room to his sister who hadn't come to 
greet him. He bent to kiss her and she turned to him and they 
embraced. He could feel her clutching at him and holding to 
him for strength. She held him for a long time and while she 
did so Jacob heard Bernie say that it was time to go . 
"We'll be right out. You go wait in the car," he 
ans1vered, because he kne1v that Silvia wasn't ready. "Your 
aunt is all alone. She thought we would only be a minute and 
said she would wait. Be a good boy and tell her that we'll 
be right out." That didn't sound right, he thought immediate-
ly after he had spoken. It wasn't proper to be calling a 
twenty-five year old man a good boy. He hoped it had slipped 
by Bernie and turned back to his sister, who was holding his 
hand twisting it fiercely, as though she vrere trying to break 
the bones. "Silvia, you've got to calm down. Make it easier 
for yourself. We can't stay here much longer because it's 
time to go." 
Then she collapsed against him murmuring incoherent-
ly and sobbing until he thought she had broken beyond repair. 
What was there to say to her that would help her? There 
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wasn't any answer to anything. Suddenly, as quickly as the 
sobbing had begun, it ceased, and she stepped back from him, 
her face almost too empty to be alive. She was wide open, he 
thought, raw and sick inside and if he wasn't able to shield 
her from herself then she would destroy herself. Finally he 
led her, as if she were a small child, to the door, and tak-
ing her hand in his he pushed her gently in the direction of 
the car. He finally understood what he was to do if he was to 
help her. And it had come to him all in a moment, wordless 
and mindless when he had seen the sheer vulnerability of his 
sister become apparent. 
What in hell's name was Jacob Gordon and his wife 
doing here, Si thought when he saw Bernie, Silvia and the two 
Gordons enter the chapel. If there was anything he hadn't ex-
pected , it was that they would come to the funeral. It 
didn't make sense that they would. Jacob must have hated 
Barney for getting rid of him, but now he was here. 
What disturbed him most about Jacob's arrival was 
that he had counted on Silvia and Bernie having to lean on 
him during the funeral. Now the y had Jacob and he was out of 
the picture . Si smiled hello and introduced Joe Stalsky to 
whom he had been talking when they came in through the door. 
Above all, Si thought as he half listened to the conversation, 
above all he had to be shrewd, he had to watch for a new 
opportunity and then, at exactly the proper moment, he would 
have to move. What he needed now was time. 
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"Joe," he said, "I think it -v10uld be easier if 1tre 
were to see Barney novv, 1-vhile there's no crowd." As they 
headed toward the inner room, he placed himself directly behind 
Joe who led them toward the coffin. Glancing across the 
benches, Si saw the coffin, open and flooded with flowers. 
Flowers were always a nice thing. Gave a fresh look to the 
place. When he had entered the room a trickle of coolness 
had vlashed into his body and he had ignored it; but now, as 
they marched toward the center aisle, down which they would 
have to walk to reach the coffin, Si was cold and he hunched 
himself together in order to capture his body warmth. He 
would have said something to Joe, but it wouldn't seem right 
to disturb the trance-like effect the room seemed to have. 
No one had said a word since they had entered the room. They 
must all be thinking of Barney, Si thought. Not me. A few 
thoughts about death, that's all, that's the closest, too 
close. Not good to think too much about death. No, not good 
at all. It makes you morbid. And what's the use of that? 
Yet he was unable to force the death thoughts from 
his mind. When his father had died he hadn't much cared. The 
old man had been going for seven or eight years and when the 
end finally came, he was more dead than alive anyway. ,Si re-
membered that when the rabbi had spoken about a blessing in 
disguise he had agreed with him. Besides, he hadn't like d his 
father very much. Not anywhere so much as Barney who had been 
almost desolate when the clawing old man died. What was best 
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about death, he thought, was that you could accept it without 
knowing anything about it. It was stupid and wasteful for 
people to go around wondering what death was because it didn't 
matter. It was an end and that was all. You had to live with 
it. Jacob, he remembered, had always had a thing about death. 
All the time trying to figure it out. Yet all the figuring, 
all the thinking about death, what good is it going to do 
Jacob when his turn comes? As a matter of fact, Si thought, 
that was all you had to know about it. That your turn would 
come eventually. Why bother to trace it any further? Where 
could it possibly get you? More important, what was it going 
to get you? Absolutely nothing. Death was like religion. 
It couldn't tolerate very much questioning. The less you 
know about certain things the better off you are, he thought. 
That was how he had lived, that was how he was going to con-
tinue living. Any other way than this was foolish and bound 
to be disastrous. He looked up and his eyes scanned the be-
flowered coffin. There were gardenias. He never liked gar-
denias, he should have told Joe that he didn't want them. 
But it was too late. 
Inside was Barney looking so alive and real that Si 
thought he must be fooling them all, and he was shot through 
with a desire to reach and touch the folded hands in order to 
make sure he was dead. They had dressed him in an old white 
on white shirt, the kind gangsters wore, and a new black suit. 
The buttons on the suit gleamed and reflected the tiny spot-
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light which illuminated the coffin. Si blinked at the bright-
ness. Then his e yes travelled to the face and he blinked hard 
again. He couldn't believe what he was seeing and he rapidly 
fluttered his eyes to clear the image. The nose, the eyes, 
the low forehead weren't Barney's. They were his. There in 
the coffin was his own face and the harder he stared at it the 
more it seemed as if he were looking into a mirror. He knew 
his mind was playing tricks on him but he became frightened 
and when the vision would not go away, he sickened and sat 
down. He buried his head in his hands and pressed his eye-
balls to shut off the sight, which, even now when he was no 
longer looking into the coffin, appeared as though burned on 
the retina of his eyes. How could that happen, he thought, 
how could it be? An urge to scream struggled with the desire 
for self-control and finally succumbed. Unnerved, he felt 
himself collapse within and his chest pulsed in the drummer's 
death rhythm. That's what it is, he thought, fear, he had 
never been afraid before. It was weak to be afraid. Slowly, 
he recovered and pushed what he had seen back into the depths 
of his mind, back to the mindless places where all darkness 
plays, and watched the others. Bernie, there was something 
wrong with him. His face is a chalk blue and he stared at 
the middle of the coffin, where Barney's hands were folded 
over one another and he rocked from the tip of his toes back 
onto his heels; then he half turned toward his mother as 
though he were about to say something. 
158. 
Still rocking back and forth, he looks as though 
he's going to split wide open, Si thought. At his temple, 
just below the sideburn, a blue vein pumped and pulsed so 
rapidly that it seemed impossible for the vein to stand the 
pressure which was being built behind it. Then, as though 
she had sensed what was happening to the boy, Jacob's wife, 
Clara, brushed past Bernie and taking his arm, led him to the 
bench. 
I never thought he'd let go like that, Si thought, 
maybe it'll be easier than I ever hoped it would be. Bernie 
was weaker than he appeared; now if I move in and handle him 
right, things will start to fall into place. The best idea 
would be to get into the same car with him on the way to the 
cemetary. Then he'll have to lean on me. He can't go it 
alone. And whoever he leans on now is going to get him. 
Jacob will be busy with Silvia, no sense in trying there. 
She knows her own mind and I'm not part of it, but the boy, 
he can be convinced. Queer, he thought suddenly, how it 
looked like me lying there. It was probably the spotlight 
which did it. Distorted Barney's features just enough so that 
he looked like me. People always did say we looked alike. 
He looked down the bench at Jacob who was comfort-
ing his sister Silvia by holding her hand and he thought that 
there was a complete fool. Jacob never realized what had hit 
him and instead of moving skillfully, he had run blind. That 
morning when he had first parked in the factory lot rather 
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than the office area. So typical of a little mind, Si thought, 
so typical. Once, he remembered, he had seen a muskrat bite 
off its tail in order t o escape from a trap. The animal had 
been so long at freeing himself and had bled so profusely that 
by the time he got free of the trap, he was half dead. With 
the blood gushing from his tail stump he had waddled drunkenly 
for about fifty yards and had rolled over. Si had poked him 
with a stick and the animal hadn't responded. He couldn't be-
cause he had died. Just like Jacob, he thought. Spent so 
much effort to prove he was his own man that he cut his own 
throat. But then again, that had been no surprise; he had 
known Jacob would act as he had. Even so it wasn't really my 
fault that the whole thing with Barney and him had occurred. 
All I did was to straighten Barney out on a few details that 
he mi ght not have known. Jacob did stay friendly with 
Relnick. And all the rest of what I said about the way he 
felt toward Barney and the company was true, sooner or later. 
That's what made it all right. Not all my fault. No crime 
in that, there couldn't be any thing wrong in that. He 
checked himself sharply. What was he doing, what was he think-
ing about that for? It was all done with and once something 
was done with, it was over. Why bother a thing, worry it to 
death the way a chicken bone, caught in the throat, worries a 
mutt to death. Where did it pay , what did it do for you ? A 
sneer played on his lips and he flung his head defiantly up 
and faced the rabb i who had mounted the podium in preparation 
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for the eulogy. Mark Antony had it right, Si thought, they 
should only bury Caesar, not praise him. But they wouldn't 
be content with burial; they all needed to hear the praise. 
And most of it, he reflected, almost every bit of it would be 
a lie. Because I was the only one who knevr him. I was his 
brother and knew him better than any of them. 
He sat and watched the rabbi. Without his noticing 
it, the chapel had filled and Si was surprised at the size of 
the crowd. He wondered if he would have as many people at 
his funeral. It \vas important to have a lot of people at a 
funeral. Hunching slightly and bending so that from the back 
he presented what he thought was a properly abject posture, 
he waited for the rabbi to begin. Black garbed and ominously 
sad the figure on the podium seemed lost in his prayers for 
the dead man. At least, thought Si, that's what they all 
think. In reality, he's probably trying to figure how much 
Barney left him or the temple. I wonder what they do with all 
the money they get? Probably set it a vray in a nice little 
nest egg for their retirement. Good poker player the rabbi, 
never know when he's bluffing . Two weeks ago grabbed the 
biggest pot of the evening with two sevens. Everyone dropping 
out when on the fourth round he raised the last bettor by one 
hundred dollars. Must have collected several hundred that 
night. 
"Dearly beloved, 1-ve are gathered here today in sad-
ness," broke in the rabbi's voice. 
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Well, thought Si, there's nothing to do but listen 
until he's finished. He glanced at his watch and hoped that 
the rabbi wouldn't be long winded, there was still a ceremony 
at the cemetery to go through, and Si felt exhausted. His 
voice isn't difficult to listen to, he thought, a soothing 
quality like Selma's when in bed with him, encouraging and 
then holding him, forced the rabbi's words from his mind and 
he gave himself up to it. She's all right, Selma is. A 
clever woman who knows the right thing to say and when to say 
it. I taught her that, he thought proudly and reached over 
for her hand so that he might squeeze it. 
Pulling away from his Aunt Clara's side, Bernie sat 
up straight to listen to the black garbed figure who spoke 
from the pulpit. · He was surprised when he saw the rabbi be-
cause once again he had the wolf look and feeling about him 
as he spoke, not sawing the air or exhorting but quiet \'Ti th a 
devouring intensity. Bernie remembered Mark Antony's speech 
an~ thought that it was not so very different from what the 
man behind the pulpit was now saying, 11 \rle come to bury Barney, 
not to praise him," rang the voice. And he'll accuse me, I 
know he will, who else is there, Bernie thought. But it 
wasn 1 t his fault, it v1as Barney himself, it was Barney who 
had killed himself. Or it was Si, or Jacob or Steve or even, 
yes it even could be his own mother, gone like spoiled fruit. 
And why not? Deep inside of his head he heard a voice repeat 
his mother's name, Greek chorus-like, and he tried to shut the 
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sound out. It was not her fault, he insisted. But then, 
whose fault was it? No one's, it was no one's. A man dies 
because he runs out of life because there isn't anything more 
for him. 
" •••• cut off in the prime of his life, a time when 
he was building to even greater moments .•• " interrupted the 
voice from above. 
That wasn't the truth. No, that wasn't how it was 
at all. He was on the way out, finished, running downhill. 
He had done it all and there wasn't anymore left, not even 
for him. And he hadn't even done it all well. Didn't that 
man who spoke know even that? Was he crazy not to understand 
that Barney had not been a god in everything? What was wrong 
with the rabbi? 
" •.•• A devoted husband and father, •••• " 
When will the truth come out ? When is he going to 
really give the man credit for something he was? There wasn't 
any sense in going on, babbling what wasn't important, what 
wasn't even the semblance of what he knew his father to be. 
If the rabbi didn't remind people of what Barney really was, 
tell them the things he did do, then why bother? If they 
don't remember Barney as he was, then there wasn't any use in 
the whole mess. He started to rise in his chair to tell the 
rabbi, but he suddenly felt his Uncle Jacob's hand clamp down 
on his knee and prevent him from getting up. 
The rabbi continued, "A willing and participating 
member of the Brotherhood here at our temple. Barney gave 
freel y of his time and more material things eo that the 
temple might prosper and grow. In hie personal relations, 
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in the many contacts which I had with him, one could recognize 
the true humanitarian spirit of this fine man. Barney was a 
man who thought first of how it would affect those a bout him 
and lastly of how he would fare. He was humble to a flaw, if 
that is possible. Three times he was offe red the presidency 
of the Brotherhood and three times did he refuse it. He said 
there were others more deserving, others who had given more 
than he had. Just last week though, he told me that he was 
arranging, or going to arrange that the temple receive a gift 
to pay for the new ark, and also a major contribution for our 
building fund. Bu t that is all over now. He has g iven as 
much as a man can give. We can expect no more from t his 
great man. Of al l Barney 's multitude of qualities it is 
difficult to pick out one and say that it is this quality, 
this single aspect of a man's life which is most important. 
If I had to choose one though, I would point to Barney's 
love for and understanding of people. For no man loved 
people more than Barney did. For no man loved and understood 
his fellowman as well as Barney did. His beautiful wife, hie 
brother, and son, all his relatives and friends will attest 
to this. Barney had that rare combination of insight and 
inner harmony which permitted him to extend himself, to go 
out and help people to understand themselves. He was superbly 
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sensitive to the needs of others and made it his aim to be 
always aware of the needs of the little things which drive 
each of us onward, which cause each of us our own special 
pain. Graced with a divine perspective which enabled him to 
laugh at his own problems, to put them aside and to see them 
with true insight, Barney was always trying to smooth the way 
for others, for the loved ones around him. And he loved them 
all. It is because of this greatness, this going out to others 
and infusing them with his being that none of us, no not one 
of us shall forget Barney Shekmar. Barney Shekmar will not 
die. His spirit is within us and will eternally remain. 1tle 
are all richer for his living and poorer for his loss. Amen." 
Thank God, it's done with and there won't be any 
more. Barney would have thought the same thing. He had had 
the rabbi pegged even if he had had no one else. That man is 
a first class phoney, his father had once said. And he had 
added, you have to be today, it's natural for a rabbi to be 
an actor-social worker type. It's his job. Maybe it was, but 
right now, it was difficult for Bernie to listen to the man, 
and he viaS glad that soon he would never listen to him again. 
He looked around him, at his uncles, his father's 
friends and relatives, and thought about the following time 
when he would have to run the business. Most difficult of 
all was what to do with his two uncles, Jacob and Si. Really 
just Si though, because Jacob would stay away. He was on his 
own now. No one to help. But Si, that was another story. 
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As long as he was working along side him, he knew that he 
would never feel safe. Not ready for him, not ready to cope. 
Perhaps never will be ready becau se to be ready to handle Si 
would mean to be ready to unde r stand how to lie, to cheat and 
to scheme. Rather have no part of it all. And yet, again, he 
was as his father before him, responsible for Si. If he threw 
him out he would destroy his uncle. Once he had bee n playing 
with his cousin Robin and the tennis ball which the y had been 
throwing fell into the bu shes which surrounded his hou se. He 
had gone to retrieve it when, as he fumbled into the shrubs 
with his hand, he spotted a sleek black form sliding toward 
the bricks of the building. He remembered how he had shriek-
ed for Robin to get the metal garden hoe and to bring it to 
him, and how they had both, each taking his turn, hacked the 
huge garden snake to shriveled twisting bits. And then the 
sensation of sickness at the snake's death, the awful pit of 
knowledge that he had killed folded over him and he had wept. 
And Robin had also wept. Both crying with the responsibility 
of causing an end to something whose be g inning they had had 
nothing to do with. It hadn't been their's to kill but they 
had done it just the same because the y bad be e n fri ghtened. 
And it wouldn't be so different with his Uncle Si, snakeman 
that he is. He couldn't just get rid of him. He had this 
inevitable connection with his uncle, a link which even as 
regr e table as it was, forced him to care. And yet he didn't 
want to care to be responsible for something such as he knew 
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his uncle to be. 
Suddenly Bernie was aware that the congregation of 
mourners had risen and that he was being guided by his Uncle 
Si toward the coffin which had been closed, without his notic-
ing it. He wanted to go the other way and he resisted the 
pressure of his uncle's hands. Then he remembered that he 
was to be a pallbearer. Without bothering to recognize the 
others who helped him carry his father to the open car which 
would take him to the cemetery, Bernie hoisted the casket 
onto his shoulders feeling the wood, cool and smooth against 
his cheek. He wanted to rub his face against the smoothness 
but they had already started down the aisle and out into the 
air. He was first in line and as he carried the casket to 
the car, he could hear an occasional phrase of praise for his 
braveness, his manliness. It was just a short walk to the car 
but the casket seemed to grow too heavy to carry and he was 
glad when they finally set it into the open back and slid the 
box between the rm"s of carnations, all red and white. 
His Uncle Si guided him toward the car which was 
next in line behind the casket car, and Bernie got in, sur-
prised to be followed by Si. His mother was already sitting 
in one corner of the car and he pressed against her, hardly 
seeing or feeling her body. She had said no to him, that she 
didn't want him, and he knew that it was all done. He wouldn't 
go to her again, he would go only to himself from now on. 
Smoothly the car slipped into motion and he settled back in 
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the plush seat. Si sat beside him wor~less, and Bernie wanted 
to tell him that he knew who he was and that it didn't matter 
anymore because he wasn't going to be with him. Not actually 
as his father had been at any rate. Si could stay and he could 
lie or cheat as much as he wanted to, but Bernie wasn't going 
to be with him, wasn't going to listen to him. He wanted to 
tell his uncle that whatever he did, as long as it didn't in-
fringe upon him it was all right. But if he wanted to survive, 
he had to stay away. He would have to tell him sometime, 
Bernie thought, because without any doubt if he didn't warn 
Si that he had to leave him alone, Si would try to invade the 
territories where he had operated before Barney had died. He 
had to tell him that from now on he could only do what he want-
ed to do under his own name. That he was, from this minute on, 
totally responsible and that he, Bernie, wouldn't bail him out 
as Barney had done. And even now as he thought of what he had 
to say to Si, Bernie knew that it was impossible. That he 
couldn't separate himself from Si unless it was completely . 
Just saying that from now on Si had to leave him alone, that 
from now on Si was on his own and would have to restrict him-
self or suffer the consequences without help from him, was not 
going to be enough. Things didn't disappear simply because 
one refused to believe or admit that they were there. There 
would have to be a definite break, a thing of finality, if any 
break at all was to be made. And with Si, very little, short 
of murder would make this break. 
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He looked at Si from the corner of his eye and 
checked the impulse to begin talking. Stirring within him was 
something which seemed to preclude the possibility of any 
action. How could he be sure that he was seeing things in a 
clear way? Perhaps he too, like his father, was blind. What 
assurance did he have that he was right about anything? None, 
he answered himself. That was the whole problem. He knew he 
had to be responsible for everything which was to follow and 
yet he was unable to act because he wasn't sure. He felt like 
the spider which falls unaware beneath the toe of a startled 
foot, not meaning any harm, wishing only to continue, but 
dying a crackling death. That was the way it went; even if as 
the spider did, he took no positive action, and it was, in the 
end, the same thing. And then, finally, there was his mother 
and his Uncle Jacob, his Aunt Clara and all the others to 
whom he was connected. That's what his father had given him, 
that's what the will would never say. I bequeath you all my 
responsibility and all the connections of my life. It was a 
spider web and instead of being the spinner, the hunter 
trapping his game, he was the fly, caught up in the sticky 
strings of his father's designs and relationships in a way 
which was about to choke him. And, he thought, looking 
straight ahead into the grey felt of the front seat, this was 
truly the source of his sorrow for Barney's death. It was 
uglv. If this was what knowing himself meant, he wanted no 
. , • 
part in it. Ignorance was easier and more fitting to life. 
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After knowledge what was there? He didn't know anymore and 
still worse, he no longer wanted to know. It was quite 
enough just to exist. It was more than enough to do the best 
he could with what he had; that in itself would be more t han 
he could ever cope with. 
